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DOB; — FE ceived: 11/ 19./ 93 Age: 37 (when rec'd) 
Co Date of offense: 5 / 23/92 ^ — 
, 
Аде 36 Race: black Height: 5-9 
ч ( E 
* | 
Wei LLENAS] i brown Hair: black 
1 еы | 
Nat: AU ѓ State: Texas 
| 
Pric ¡der Education level: 9 yrs. 
— | 
Name: Stanley Allison Baker, Jr — — 
Prior py ر ر‎ : 
пов: _1230" И A 
TDCJ Fe re 3/30/78, Dallas Co., 5 yrs., murder, discharged 
5/8/80. 











Summary: Convicted in the beating deaths of 82-ycar-old Willie Simmons 





and his wife, Virginia Simmons, 66, inside their Dangerfield home. Walker 





told police that he had been smoking c¥ack cocaine the might of the killings 





and went to the Simmons home at 503 Hill Street to" rob the couple so he 





could buy more cocaine. Allowed inside by Mrs. Simm ^n acquaint- 





ance of the couple, pulled a club from the back of 7 ¡beat 




















them to death. Virginia. Simmons was also raped. ма! |Mr. 
= = ا‎ 
Simmons' wallet containing $95. He was arrested whe e Ained 
t i В ж | 
clothes were found in the woods behind his house. | 
u e i use 4 | 
Co-Defendants: None 1 
2 me: Robert Andrew Lookingbill Пр. #990 
= a | 





5 ___kecetved: 02/21/91 


25 (when rec'd) 














Race of Victim(s): Black male, black female 











Dear Judges, Lawyers, Policemen, Guards, Gounselors, Taxpayers, et. al., 


Че are here. Like it ог not, for good or bad, we are here. Who are we? йе are the 
downtrodden and dispossessed, the self-torturing, the disenfranchised convicts, 
drug and alcohol addicts, the unemployed aná unemployable. йе аге children of 
poverty, financial and spiritual We have and will have chilären of our own, 
grandchildren too. йе are ex-cons, uninsured, homeless, of many colors and speaking 
many tongues. We axe the enemy in what has become a domestic war against ourselves. 


And who are you? You who like the tough talk of Tough on Crime? You who watch as 
budgets are cut in education and health care while you militarize a police force? 
Bullet-proof vests, automatic weapons, helicopters, tanks, robots... the 
“testosterone is oozing through the streets, more prisons, longer sentences, tighten 
the belt, spartan conditions, task forces, gang units, gun courts. And what is there 
to show for it? Unemployment stays low because half the population oversees those 

out of the workforce,” the dregs, the rabble, the enemy? Please tell ше there is a 

eeper reason. Do you feel safer? lore humane? More like a cohesive society with a 
Shared sense of purpose, who can identify Js and Them? Do you live in a gated 
community or gentrified neighboxhood? By the way, have you read the Declaration of 
Independence aná JS Constitution - or do you only know the first phrases? 


It’s about time we got together. Please know that I have yet to meet a convict who 
wants their child to be a thief, an addict, a dealer, a prostitute, ora violent 
individual. Most of us still have hope for ourselves even when stuck in the darkest 
&ilemmas, ruts and catch-225. Most of us believe in crafting laws and instilling 
oxdex. Many of us have burrowed beneath the surface to find a spiritual sense of 
being, an understanding force at least as powerful as those ке succumbed to, and many 
of us woulän’t escape if you opened the front door. Did you know that approximately 
10 million Americans are either incarcerateá, on probation, on parole or once were in 
those categories? Hach of these 10 million have families, friends, neighbors... and 
so closer and closer does the We interlace with the You. Don’t you think it’s time we 
talked? 


. Are you ready? Can you accept that the road we are travelling points toward a grim 
and painful future? Do you have the heart to face monumental failures while bravely 
struggling beyond where we are now? I know that somé“of you are, and that some of us 
are, and this is what gives me hope. You need our insights just as we need your 
structure. It is never over, especially when a real solution, a real treatment for 
our sickness, is yet to begin. 


* Ta Solidarity, | 
у5-т pes to Гк Z 
an eode Wa media campagn 
+ sig Cause, Tde 9 Bruce Relly (Aka. Bruhn 
Ae н г рете. = Ро Box $274 У) 
Cranston, вт 02420 





YOUR ACCOMMODATIONS FEATURE A SLEEK SINK-AND-TOILET 
combination unit in gleaming stainless steel. Above, the 
unbreakable mirror captures the reflection of a showerhead in 
the corner, programmed to spray lukewarm water three times a 
week. The space is small, but all 72 square feet are planned for 
utmost efficiency. 

This is the Wisconsin Supermax, off Highway 133 east of 
Boscobel. You'll have plenty of time to relax on your bunk, 
which features a mattress nestled on a concrete slab, elevated by 
industry-standard masonry blocks. The six-by-six-inch window 
looks out to a utility corridor, and the skylight overhead is fogged 
to prevent distracting views of the outside sky. The atmosphere 
is Zen: there is no clock, radio or cable television. You, however, 
area TV star, monitored on camera 24 hoursa day. 

Take advantage of recreation time in a cozy adjoining cell, 
ideal for contemplative yoga poses or some cramped calisthenics. 
After 60 minutes of sweating, you'll eagerly retire to your room 
for another 23 hours of peace and quiet. Room service features 





Nutri-loaf. As the name suggests, it js a highly nutritious meal 
that can be eaten without utensils. 

Designed for the “difficult to manage population” by 
architectural firm Hellmuth Obata and Kassabaum, together 
with Potter Lawson Inc., the Supermax references 18th-century 
philosopher Jeremy Bentham, who pioneered the panopticon — 

a circular structure with a central observation station, like the 
pupil in an all-secing eye. Boscobel's architects kept a sharp eye 
on the budget. The facility's three-tier security perimeter includes 
two outer chain-link fences threaded with razor ribbon. The 
center fence, however, features an electrical charge that amps up 
to lethal mode when touched. “This system eliminates the need 
for guard towers,” note the officials at Potter Lawson, “saving 
millions of dollars in staffing costs.” 

Enjoy the affordability and cutting-edge design of your 
Supermax Special Housing Unit, now with locations across 
America. Call it “the box,” “the hole” or "the tomb,” but to you 
and our 499 other guests, we suggest you simply call it home. 

Cheri Hanson 
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As 1 was enjoying the most recent issue of Adbusters, 
I could not help but be reminded of Shakespeare's Henry 
IV. 1 suddenly paralleled George W. with Hotspurs the 


war-inclined pseudo-hero who wishes to retake the throne 
t of Brio W. Henry 


of England from the Bolingbroke family. In а fii 
rage, Hotspur decides to openly defy the king, а penalty Tuscon, AZ 
punishable by death.. He will not listen to the pleading 
by his father and uncle to let it be, pide his time, and 
plan more carefully. 
His father then remarks to his uncle, 


Imagination of some great exploit 
Drives him beyond the bounds of patience. 


Dear AdBusters, 


I wonder if the anti-consumerism theme that has been 
thinkers and activists of our time, including your own аи Do yet ced m 
ken Ша Вирт Дара one’s consumption is not any solution at all, rather a 
Tere procris ^ Pep real problem. The real problem is not about possession; it's 
- n proven over years of psychological observation that when love is 
anie 6 sid € und ee possessiveness. It fits perfectly: we who have so little love 
pri ee rasis € Бан require and radiate little if any love, for it 
real solution is not to buy less, but to love ке — —— Р 


Tim Kast 
Lexington, KY 
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Рот the perspective of the system's log 


, that this is not the same 


mass unemployment. Comparative data show 


urban societies, most peop! 
in poor neighborhoods and in poor 
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happening is that the mass of generic ! 
jobs, increasingly occasional jobs, with a great deal 


»“ 
Ф 
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Potential Threats 

Terrorists are working to obtain 
biological, chemical, nuclear 
and radiological weapons and 
the threat of an attack is very 
real. Here at the Department of 
Homeland Security, throughout 
the federal government, and at 
organizations across America we 
are working hard to strengthen 
our Nation's security. Whenever 
possible, we want to stop 
terrorist attacks before they 
happen. 


LO тешїї = 26 tests - ALME, SUSPECT, НАМЕ SPAM_PHRASE_00_01, 


All Americans should 
begin a process of learning 
about potential threats so we 
are better prepared to react 
during an attack. While there 
is no way to predict what will 
happen, or what your personal 
circumstances will be, there 
are simple things you can do 
now to prepare yourself and 
your loved ones. 








With a little planning | 
and common sense, you can 

be better prepared for the 
unexpected. 
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Алый i 


F recently wert on a small Fue сә Sone fü Á 
: me friends = 
We play ía rock Land and wanted ^ Fido Rp 


Мече Ai А hide Ser Lake Ci, Whe, ve 
5) hil’ £N, 5 We [7 
speck. fou won't be Surprised Ar ME 
Taten Muk Рим оа | 


Belin CA ya 


eu. 








SEE EU срив. дреме tn Ha ШШ. 

Е plaga on carie de Ва Ml, Чи. рада 
ES Tyr d Г 

in Philadelphia. Seeing blak spit is encon jag: There are others like me. 

They are not sotar away. We are will ds dake action. 

vobert Daniels T 

Pennsylvania 0.54. 


کے 
































4» Corporate America 

> the people who have: 
- > themostsuccessful, 
д > take full advantage of 


idicule are| 

est and the brightest. The | people behind the ‘brands you ri 
‘achieved the highest level of the American dream. The ones: who are: en 
and the ones that we all wish we could be. They are the ones that have DA 

f the only truly intelligent form of society ever thought up Ce еы a 
lA j 'thave what . 

m corporate America do so Out. of jealousy. They don't 

pue up Ва realize that corporate: ‚America has been the single: greatest influence on the world as we 


M. knowit...andstickthat black spot up your ass. 
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lused to work for a major credit car 
'd company. don't kı 
disillusioned. ammeter 
Maybe it was when my manager said, "Stay aware of customers’ francis d 


changes in payment pattern: 
y s. We need to rec я i 
interest rates About three-quarter otter winded Customers’ bad situations, so we can raise their 


shocked. It was brutally, cruelly honest 
A tin a way, bi 
in my membership to the bloodsucking ket E" 
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chain. She keeps all her keys on it, car keys, house keys- she must have atleast |, 3 
realize how paranoid Americans can be. We keep everything we own under 

lock and key. But we're paranoid for a good reason. Growing up in the richest country in the world, we ve 

been shown that whatever we want we can have, and our government has taught us how to acquire those |" i 


desirables - through lies, deception and force. Then, to’ keep the hoodlums away from our stuff, we lock it. | 
up. And a lot of good the locks do. At 151сап already get past most pin tumblers! - 


апопутоиз 





\ stare а my mother's key 
20 all together. Staring at it 





I was leaving a bar in Newburgh, New York about a month ago, when a young black man held a gun to the 
back of my head and demanded my wallet. Аі! had was a credit card - promised him that if he came with 
meto an ATM | would give him what he needed; I was almost shitting my pants. On the way he broke down 
and went on and on about everything - his life , having no money, how he had no way to get ahead or even : 
ош of the hole he was in. listened to him and we talked. | ended up giving him a hundred dollars, he gave е 
me his gun. | threw it in the Hudson river on the way home. РЯ 


Gustav Baker 
Orange County, New York 
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a display their new Gap duds. 


needed a miracle. Meet the holy trinity of rebranding: Madonna, Missy Elliott, and an annual advertis 


ing budget of half a billion dollars. 


When a sales slump and stock-marker slide brought the Gap to the brink of liquidation, the company 


Missy Elliott, 


left, and Майот 
THIS SEASON IN FASHION: TOTAL INFORMATION AWARENESS IS THE NEW BLACK. 

In March, the Benetton corporation let slip that it was ordering 15 million trackable 
radio tags to use in its Sisley clothing line. For most of us, it was the first hint that 
radio frequency identity chips (RFIDS) are coming soon to a mall near you. 

The radio tags are a retailer's dream. The smallest grs are the size of a flake of 
pepper = small enough to weave into clothing - and send out a unique radio signal. 
“Smart shelves," now being tested by Wal-Mart and the UK grocery giant Tesco, can 
pick up the signal and keep a moment-by-moment inventory of each product -and, 
potentially, of every customer. 

Think about RFID applications and you soon end up in the sci-fi world of Minority 
Report. Already, the Gillette company has tested the radio chips to track and 
photograph people who pick up their products. Eventually, radio sensors could be 
used to build deep consumer profiles or trigger personalized in-store advertisements. 
The tags might even be used to trace a person’s movements back through time, for 
example to confirm an alibi in court. 

“If you are walking around emanating an electric cloud of these devices wherever 
you go, you have no more privacy,” says Katherine Albrecht, the head of Consumers 
‘Against Supermarket Privacy Invasion and Numbering. Her group is fighting RFID 
technology, and already the industry is feeling pressure to make the tags visible, 
removable, and cancellable at the checkout counter. 

Many everyday shoppers are taking a harder line: no radio tags, no radio 
surveillance. Benetton, which models itself as the choice of socially conscious 
fashionistas, took serious heat for the RFID plan. Company spokesman Federico Sartor 
t's a very image-sensitive issue.” 











says they’re taking it back to the drawing boar: 
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‘Absolut and TBWA 
crafted an ad 
tailored 
specifically tothe 
“Sexand the City’ 
script. 


The latest lesson in “public diplomacy": 
speak loudly, and then plug your ears. 
InJuly, the US State Department launched 
Hi, an Arab-language magazine designed, 
inits producers’ words, to engage Arab 
youth in a dialogue "while their opinions 
are not fully formed on matters large 

and small." Mostly, though, on matters 
small. The first two issues are crowded 
with American "lifestyle journalism," 
including features on Arab-American 
college experiences, Adam Sandler, 
sandboarding and - yes – marriage advice 
from Dr. Phil. Meanwhile, the groovy 
East-West "dialogue" continues to shut 
out al-Jazeera, the popular Arab-language 
TV news station that spurred controversy 
during Gulf War II. Available on digital 
cable and satellite, the network is 
unavailable on regular cable in the US. 

andis illegal in Canada, despite 
widespread demand in both countries. 
Never before has firepower defined the 


* media landscape so clearly. 
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Hurrah for brouhaha. In 

move, the US Congress proved that publie 
Outrage still moves mountains, even well. 
funded ones The Bush administration 
expected he largely Republican House to 
ack the Federal Communications Com. 
mission's June ruling,” which allowed 
individual corporations to own televisio Я 
* stations reaching almost half of the Us 
audience. Instead, Congress did what the 
FCC failed to do: it took note of the oven 
whelming public opposition to media 
concentration and resoundingly passed a 
Bill that pushes the cap on media owner. 
ship back to 35 Percent. The legislation 

should become law this autumn. The 


ty Lour 
anti-democratic stumblin The | 
х в block? 
possibility of a presidential veto, ™ & 3 
wu pa 
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Judges swooshed мке 5 case for corporate free speech straight out of the US Supreme Court 

in June, dismissing the landmark Nike v. Kasky case as “improvidently granted" due to a lack of 
evidence. Nike executives have been trying to duck behind the First Amendment since the late B 
1990s, when Mark Kasky sued the corporation for lying about its sweatshop labor practices, 

The California Supreme Court ruled that Nike's statements influenced consumers, and were 
therefore commercial speech, which is not protected by free-speech laws. Now Nike's appeal / 
to the highest court in the land has been turned around - but it ain't over 'til it’s over. Nike can V 
take the case back to California, and you can bet the megacorporation will keep on fighting. 























host the Golden 


The 24-carat finks who 
reward 


Marble Awards, which 
“Excellence in Children’s Advertising, 
have given up their dreams of 

Dorado: they will not hold 

ceremony this year. While their website, 
wwwi.goldenmarble.com» states that 
organizers are taking time off to “re- 
evaluate” the six-year-old project, the 
awards’ opponents - led by Stop 
Commercial Exploitation of Children 

are claiming victory in their three-year 





El 
the 


campaign. "This is a glimmer « 
news in an uphill fight aga 
corporate manipulation of children. 
says Susan Linn, associate director of 
Harvard’s Media Center for Childr 

It’s no surprise that parents and 
children’s advocates came down hard 
on the Golden Marbles, which hand out 
kudos for success with 
kids." A note to the marketir 
avoid drug-pusher langu 
selling to America’s children. 
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Thando Mama is a young South African artist working with video. Nothing very exciting 
in that, you say. But then, you haven't seen his latest piece, “We are afraid.” The work 
is largely concerned with television static - that’s it. More boring conceptual art, 
you sigh. Well, not quite. Pause a little longer and a face begins to take form, just 
barely, but nonetheless a face. It's the face of the artist, a human presence asserting 
itself against the visual noise, the nothingness. In the background, а young girl 
repeats a mantra of sorts, a monosyllabic chant. “we are afraid, we are afraid. « « « 
Made while the artist sat watching the US bombing raids on Baghdad, this artwork - a 
clandestine act of defiance - speaks louder than bombs (to steal a phrase). It also won 
an award, quite possibly because it achieved exactly what the artist intended. “This 
piece is about me trying to say something about а shared experience,” Thando says. 
“It's about people living in Africa at this point in time” - people in Liberia, Congo, 
Zimbabwe, Ethiopia, South Africa; real places populated by real people existing beyond 
the void, the static transmitted by CNN, BBC, NBC, Sky +++ + 


Sean 0"Тоо1е 
South Africa 
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Mexico was what the business culture 
now calls an “early adopter,” imple- 
menting a free-trade deal with the Us 
and Canada in 1994 and organizing 
its economy around the ideal of glob- 
al trade. It placed its future — its faith 
= in the hands of foreign investors, 
Who watched Mexico's every move 
through the ticker-tape flickers of a 
digitized world economy. 

Among the first great symbols of, 
globalization were the Mexican 


\ maquiladoras — deregulated zones 


where low-wage workers manufac. 
tured products for foreign corpora- 
tions. Now, suddenly, the money has 
moved. Some 250,000 jobs have van- 
ished from the maquiladoras since the 


A 


year 2000. Decisions are made in cor- 
porate boardrooms in New York and 
Tokyo, and the factories move on, The 
new gold standard is China, where 
Wages are reported at 35 cents US per 
hour, and you can open a factory after 
filling out just 20 forms. 

Did Mexicans demand too much of 
their new economy? Maquiladora 
workers earn the equivalent of about 
$1.50 US per hour. With even those 
wages drying up, Mexicans looking to 
make some kind of living are back со 
risking their lives to slip into the US 
and live as illegal aliens, Their home. 
land depends on them. Last year, 
Mexicans in America sent $10 billion 
back across the borde 
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Опе owns more than 2,000 wrenches. Another has purchased 55 cameras. Others find 
themselves lying about how much they spend as they slide ever deeper into debt. 
Psychiatrists have diagnosed the condition as Compulsive Shopping Disorder, which 
affects between two and eight percent of people in the First World. Now there's just one 
more thing the binge shoppers need to buy: a prescription drug. 

Citalopram, the drug better known as the brand-name antidepressant Celexa, can nix 
the need fora shopping fix, according to a Stanford University Medical Center study 
Published in the July issue of the Journal of Clinical Psychiatry. Of the 24 patients in the 
study, only one of who is male, 15 reported their condition after treatment as “much 
improved” or “very much improved.” Three dropped out due to side effects, 

“Patients said to me, ‘1 go to the shopping mall with my friends and I don’t buy 
anything," said De Lorein Koran, the lead author of the study. “I can't believe it and they 
can't believe it. They've been doing this for decades and now their urge to shop is gone.” 
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z a sophomore at Northwestern 
> ı're h University, goes shopping at Abercrombie & 
lems Fitch. At no fewer than three Abercrombie 
iscrim. stores, she says, managers have approached her 
rimin and offered her a job as a clerk, 
ion", _ “Every time this happens, my little sister 
Angel says, "Not again, " said Nill, who is 5-foot-6 (17 
Portu meters) and has long blond hair She looks 
veral, striking. She looks hip. She looks, in fact, as if 
jon fe she belongs in an Abercrombie & Fitch catalog. 
oplei Is this a coincidence? A fluke? No, says Ant. 
chain onio Serrano, a former assistant Abercrombie 
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Уур sride store manager in Scranton, Pennsylvania, it's 
grate d | A tom policy, Е 
corporate in ЙЯ | nbie« — "If someone came in with a pretty face, we 
their iy come | $ stor were told to approach them and ask them if they 
World use lond, wanted a job,” Serrano said, “They thought if 
ni 





E" had the best ooking college kids working in 
1 
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The 100 Million March Against Empire 
SATURDAY JULY 3, 2004 
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Now litigators 


е Е fi sector. 
First it was tobacco and asbestos. Then it was the turn of the food кшен 
have yet another target in their sights: those responsible for climate change. 


The potential compensation for 
climate change impacts would make the tobacco 
payouts look like peanuts,” says Peter Roderick, a 
lawyer working for the Climate Justice Programme 


The difficulties of making a connection between global warming and specific 
environmental effects could be resolved using a statistical approach, 


scientists might be able to determine that, say, the flood risk 
ina certain area had increased by a factor of 10. It might then be reasonable to attribute 
90 per cent of the damage of a particular flood to past emissions., 
"It may take a few cases, but ultimate- 
ly the courts will figure out a formula 
for assigning responsibility." 


coastal states, island states and nations, the State of Alask; 
all be promising plaintiffs. Potential defendents could be fossil fuel companies, el 
utilities and car manufacturers, 













MS? - Amold, who tumed 55 on July 30, was 
[presented with a birthday cake and a new H2 
Hummer, the sport utility vehicle that went on 
sale last month at 150 General Motors Corp.'s 
dealerships. He already owns five Hummers and 
, but said the new car will be useful 
because his wife, Maria Shriver, has been driving 
the H2 so much. y 











Six degrees 
can make a world 
of difference. 






Not separation - 
temperature. 


Global warming is happening, and 
scientists predict it could raise the 
average temperature on earth by more 
than 6 degrees during our 
children’s lifetimes. That means big 
changes: rising sea lev: , more 
intense storms, droughts, а d flooding. 
The way we use fuel and er rgy is 
causing global warming, but ve can slow 
it down км “3, actio” now. 


Global warming isn” :001.S . ping it is. 
Find out how YOU . n make a difference. 


vist WWW.ChimateStar.org 


KEVIN BACON, 
CLIMATE STAR 
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© STEALING FROM THE FUTURE IS NOTHING NEW. WE'VE BEEN 
running up an ever-increasing line of credit since the dawn of the 
industrial age, pilfering finite resources to fuel the needs of today. 
We've comea long way from Eden: we're living with dirty 
air, foul water, empty seas, toxic soil. We explain it away as 
our ancestors’ ignorance, then forgive them and keep Humvee- 
ing along. 
But there are things we could learn from those ancestors. 
During the 1921 famine in the Volga republic of the Soviet 
Union, for instance, villagers refused to eat the stacks of seed 
grain stored near their empty fields. “We do not steal from the 
future,” they said. It’s a sentiment so far removed from today’s 
modus operandi that it smacks of folklore and absurdity. 
Consider another parable, this one from just a generation ago. 
In 1972, Australian philosopher Peter Singer wrote the essay 
amine, Affluence and Morality.” In it, he describes a person 
walking past a shallow pond and noticing a child drowning. 
Since saving the child requires little more than getting your pants 


Tq heargues, we have a moral duty to save that child. 
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Singer takes ita step further: “Should I consider that Гата less 
obliged to pull the drowning child out of the pond if on looking 
around I see other people, no further away than Lam, who have 
also noticed the child bùt are doing nothing?” We need only utter 
the question to glimpse the cruel indifference of our daily lives. 

We no longer have the excuse¿of ignorance. Even conservative 
media outlets are willing to acknowledge global warming, 
and the fact that 90 percent of the ocean’s large fish are gone, 
and every other Disaster of the Week you can name. The stories 
appear and then vanish, forgotten. We suffer disaster fatigue. 

But take a moment to consider a future predicted by the World 














Bank, an institution hardly known for its left-leaning viewpoint 
Its 2003 World Development Report depicts a mid-2 rst- 
century world staggering under the strain of nine billion people 
generating $140 trillion in Gor а fourfold increase in the world 
economy. Two-thirds will live in cities, over three-quarters 
within 60 miles of the sea. Already, current production and 
consumption patterns cause an acre of tropical forest to 
disappear every second, which amounts to an area the size of 
Greece each year. With energy needs in developing countries 
tripling every 18 years, the result, says the World Bank, will be 
certain social breakdown and envi 




















onmental catastrophe 
It's a bleak future. Here's how it plays out in Ronald Wright's 
novel A Scientific Romance: David Lambert, a failed 
archeologist-cum-time traveller, lands in Britain in the ye 
2499. Human life has all but vanished and modern cities are 
overgrown by tropical plants and genetically engineered grass. 
“We were going to clean it up, weren't we?” Lambert laments. 
We put it off and put it off like kids promising to clean their 
room. Then we went away, leaving our evil to live after us . 




















One thing I never did understand about the law: if you dumped 
arsenic into Granny’s tea you'd be put away for murder, if you 
poisoned the whole country with some cavalier industrial 
process, the worst you could expect was a paltry fine. 
Yet, even if Wright's future was sure to come true, it seems 
certain that we all would simply plow on. Getting by in the 
present is hard enough. Who has time for the future? Meanwhile, 
we buckle our children into their plastic strollers and suv car 
seats every day. We raise them in a world headed for 2499, the 















future, any day now, 
Kevin Arnold 
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National Geographic, with its familiar 
yellow border and unforgettable 
photography, isan American icon, 
Millions around the world count on the 
magazine for its reports on global cultures 
and the natural world. But those same 
readers might also be learning about 
another great American institution: 
“objective” journalism that lacks the 
courage to tell the truth, 

This summer, the magazine’s editors 
took the easy way out on the topic 
of salmon farming. The cover of the 


July issue promised an exposé on 
“Disappearing Salmon,” bur the 24-page 
feature failed to deliver the guilty verdict 
laid out by most independent scientists. 

To be fair, the article does report some 
dire predictions. “Aquaculture is the 
single most serious threat to the survival 
of [wild] Atlantic salmon,” says Donal 
C. O'Brien, chairman of the Atlantic 
Salmon Federation. “Unless it is brought 
under control, it will one day bring about 
the extinction of the species.” 

But how heavily does the evidence 
weigh against salmon farming? The 
article’s author, Fen Montaigne, prefers 
to sit on the fence on every point from 
species extinction to the use of wild fish 
stocks to feed penned salmon. “Critics say 
it takes four pounds of fish rendered into 
food pellets to produce a pound of farmed 
salmon, Industry experts counter that it 
takes less feed to produce 
salmon than a pound of poultry or pork. 
In the tit-for-tat between the “critics” and 














a pound of 


experts,” the essential point disappear: 





salmon farming isa net-loss industry, 














consuming more pounds of wild fish 
than it produces in farmed salmon fillets. 
Writing about sea lice, the parasite 
that plagues the industry, Montaigne 
points out that “studies indicate that sea 
lice outbreaks at fish farms can have 
devastating effects on wild salmon and 
sea trout.” But he quickly softens the 
blow: “Aquaculture companies are now 
working to solve the sea lice problem.” 
The article never mentions that sea-lice 
infestations and outbreaks of disease lead 
to the heavy application of antibiotics, 
fungicides and pesticides - in fact, 
according to independent research 
commissioned by the David Suzuki 
Foundation in Canada, farmed salmon 
contain more antibiotics per pound than 
any other kind of domestic livestock. 
Neither does Montaigne disclose that 
many of these chemicals trickle down into 
the surrounding marine environment. 
National Geographic readers might be 
interested to know, for example, that 
Ivermectin, Cypermethrin and 
Azamethiphos, three commonly used 
pesticides, have been found in the waters 
surrounding fish farms in concentrations 
lethal to other types of marine life. In 
























Canada, government watchdogs have 
banned all shellfish harvesting within 
300 meters of a salmon farm due to 


a 
concerns about pollutants ranging from час 
pesticides to sewage to heavy metals. , 
Montaigne also fails to blame ie Wi 
X 





aquaculture companies for other industry : 
problems, including escaped farm fish 
that out-compete wild stocks. And, 

of course, the magazine is too polite to 
mention that incidents of vandalism 

and sabotage are on the rise in areas 
where aquaculture threatens other 
coastal livelihoods. 

Because in mainstream American 
journalism, the future is always a hopeful 
one. In the article’s final scene, Montaigne 
is fishing on the St. Jean River in Quebec, 
where he effortlessly reels in a 30-pound 
female Atlantic salmon swollen with 
10,000 eggs. Ah, the eternal cycles of 
nature. Consider yourself free to close the 
cover and guiltlessly light the barbeque. 
Farmed salmon steaks are only the 
modern bounty of the sea. 
























Kevin Arnold 





4 
US defence spending in support of the war in Iraq rose 44% in the second quarter this year, the largest B 
increase since the Korean War in 1951. In the distorted logic of global capitalism, this has fired up the 
US economy and sparked an outburst of optimism in financial markets around the world. 

War should not be waged to boost the economy: Is it not perverse that the US spends $400-billion 
la year on defence - more than the next 20 top-spending nations combined? 

In February the huge majority of the people in the world demonstrated against war. Now, let us 
unite once again, and use every non-violent weapon at our disposal (boycotts, protests, civil 
disobedience, meme warfare) to bring the Bush administration to heel. Bush must be made to pay a 
heavy price for his illegal гад adventure - from now until the 2004 presidential elections, let this be 
the #1 strategic objective of every wild-streak activist in the world. 





-Kono Matsu 





at America wants, America usually gets, but it’s had a hell of 
time convincing other nations to join the occupation of Iraq. 
This is partly due to its reluctance to ask the United Nations for 
a mandate, which might mean sharing lucrative contracts with 
companies unaffiliated with Dick Cheney, and granting power 
to the international body politic, which it views as an annoying 
speed bump on the road to global US hegemony. Mounting 
guerrilla attacks on US troops suggest that America may be 
waist-deep in another Vietnam-style quagmire. The US 
administration has become so desperate to share the financial 
and human cost of occupation that it has convinced demilitarized 
Japan to violate its constitutional vow to “forever renounce 
war” and commit troops despite strong public opposition. 
Considering it is offering a mere 1,000 troops, Japan might 
make itself even more useful by bringing the Americans a 

copy of its constitution — adopted under its own postwar US 
military occupation - which bans the use of force in settling 
international disputes. 





























>>The Corporate America Flag: anti-war symbol in Japan, 2003 
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forces might be surprised, еп, tó know 

for Liberian rebels' bullets. The nation's 
latest source of money for arms is "conflict timber." China, Liberia's largest 
timber buyer, is also the main furniture exporter to America, and despite a 
temporary United Nations ban on raw Liberian timber, the US has not 
prohibited imports. But Liberia has long been America's bastard colony. In 
1822, the American Colonization Society, led by Thomas Jefferson and James 
Monroe, bought land (reportedly at gunpoint) to create a home for freed 
slaves in West Africa. The lighter-skinned “Americo-Liberians” proceeded to 
enslave the native "Africans," setting up their own plantations and wearing 
top hats and corsets in imitation of southern slave-owners. In the 19205, 
America's Firestone tire company acquired a 99-year lease on a million acres — 
four percent of Liberia - at the bargain price of six cents an acre, establishing 
the world's largest rubber plantation. Firestone and other US companies so 
dominated Liberia's economy that in 1943 the country adopted the US dollar. 
Cheap Liberian rubber underwrote the American auto industry and supplied 
Allied forces during World War 11, but even today, Liberian rubber tappers 
earn less than three dollars a day in deplorable working conditions. The UN 
has indicted Charles Taylor, Liberia’s ex-leader, for war crimes = but what 
about all his paying customers? 



































Deborah Campbell 


French activist Jose Bove is back home 
оп his farm after serving five months in 
Villeneuve Les Manguelone prison for 
destroying enticed |y modified crops. 
He'll be on his best behavior, however 
Bove still has five months to serve under 


police surveillance. 





IN A DAVID AND GOLIATH BATTLE, ONE 
Canadian farmer will take GM see: 
Monsanto to Supreme Court this January. 

In 1998 Monsanto sued Percy Schmeiser for 
planting Roundup Ready Canola without 
paying for it. Schmeiser maintains that the 
modified seed blew in and contaminated his 
pure crop, like a weed. He'll appeal the 
court’s original decision that no matter how 
it got in Schmeiser’s fields, the seed belonged 
to Monsanto. (The company was tipped off 
bya hotline call and sent its “auditors” to the 
farmer’s Bruno, Saskatchewan fields.) Other 
Canadian grov 
closely; some already face court cases of their 
own (one couple have been told they owe 
Monsanto over $28,000 Cdn.), and others 
don’t want to report contamination fearing 
similar consequences. A win for Schmeiser in 
January would plant the seeds worldwide for 
other cases го crop up against sneaky GM 
food moguls. 












are watching the case 
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IT'S OFFICIAL: GENETICALLY MODIFIED 
crops won’t feed and clothe the planet 
anytime soon. Almost a decade after 
anti-GM activists from Auckland to 
Zagreb declared war on them, the Big Five 
biotech firms are watching their plans to 
patent the global seed supply blow into 
the wind. Monsanto, Aventis, Dow, 
Dupont and Syngenta produce seeds and 
pesticides for just four GM crops, widely 
grown in = get this — only four countries. 
And even in the US, Canada, Argentina 
and China, public attitudes about 
genetically modified crops range from 
suspicious to apoplectic. With 
shareholders choking on poor financial 
results, the biotech beast is starting to 
look and act like a cornered weasel. 


DEATH OF A MILLION STINGS 
“We're definitely winning the battle, 
because of what we call this global bee 
swarm of civil society,” says Ronnie 
Cummins, national director of the 
Organic Consumers Association, based 
in Little Marais, Minnesota. Cummins 
has been on the front lines of the fight 
against GM foods since the early 1990s, 
before the first genetically modified 
products came onto the market. 

The biotech biz never expected such a 
sustained attack, he says. “This is the first 
instance of civil society defeating a new 
technology that was supported by big 
corporations and pretty much every 
government in the world at one point,” 
Cummins declares. Today, he sees signs 
of desperation in the industry, pointing to 
Monsanto’s lawsuit against Maine’s 
Oakhurst Dairy for advertising its milk as 
free of recombinant bovine somatotropin 
(rBst), a growth hormone manufactured 
by Monsanto. 

“It’s important not to confuse this with 
a leviathan that's going to crush us all," 
Cummins says of the biotech industry. 
“This isa wounded beast that's 
dangerous, but it's mortally injured." 


FEAR OF LABELING 
Between 1997 and 2001, every major poll 
of US attitudes toward genetically 
modified foods showed that 8o to 90 
percent of consumers want mandatory 
labeling. This spring, sociology professor 
Ronald Wimberley of North Carolina 
State University released a survey of 891 
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randomly selected people. Among the 
findings: 26 percent of respondents said 
they wouldn't eat GM food, period. 
"Consumers get no benefits from eating 
cmos; they only get risks," says Marc 
Brammer, a senior analyst at Innovest 
Strategic Value Advisors, ап investment 
research firm with offices in North 
America and Europe. Brammer adds that 
no big-league food company would take 
the chance of losing 20-plus percent of 
its business by sticking with GM foods 





NOT ІМ MY KITCHEN! 


in an era of full disclosure. “All you'd 
need was labeling, and that would kill 
it overnight.” 


LOSING THE THIRD WORLD 
Indian cotton farmers have done fine 
without GM crops for more than 5,000 
years. But that didn't stop Monsanto 
from launching Bollgard “insect- 
protected” cotton in India in 2002, after a 
long scrap with regulators and protesters. 
Bollgard seeds contain genes froma toxic 
bacterium, making the plants resistant to 
bollworm pests. 

“India is a complete contrast over 
North America,” said Devinder Sharma, 
a journalist and activist in New Delhi. 
Sharma notes that the country’s average 
landholding size is less than four acres, 

a far cry from the megafarms of the US 
Midwest. And while Monsanto promises 
bumper Bollgard cotton crops, its pricy 
seeds were a failure in southern India last 
year, Strike one: the government’s Genetic 
Engineering Approval Committee has 
denied Monsanto's request to sell 
Bollgard in the northern states. Strike 
two: it’s still illegal to grow GM food 
anywhere in the country. 

Strike three? “India has a long history 








of resistance,” says Sharma, “and I’m 
. 


very hopeful that the people’s resistance 
will drive these [biotech] companies out.” 
NOT EVEN IN TV DINNERS 
Even in biotech-boosting North America, 
concentrations of genetically modified 
organisms in processed foods are lower 
than you'd expect. That's according to 
geneticist Doreen Stabinsky, a professor 
of global environmental politics at 
College of the Atlantic in Bar Harbor, 
Maine. Stabinsky is also a science advisor 
to Greenpeace usa; she said Greenpeace 
and the New York-based Consumer 
Policy Institute have funded several third- 
party tests that put levels of GM corn and 
soy at between one and four percent. 
“There's not a lot of detectable GM in 
the food supply,” Stabinsky claims. 
“Something's going on and the 
manufacturers are choosing not to use 
large doses of GMos.” The evidence so far 
suggests that the Big Food brands - from 
Mr. Christie to Stouffer's - are hedging 
their bets in case the GM experiment 
really goes sideways. 


GM CROPS’ LAST GASP 

When it comes to pushing GMos abroad, 
the US is living up to its reputation for 
bullying and cynicism. This May, 
Washington officially complained to the 
wro that the European Union's 
moratorium on GM food was an unfair 
trade practice. Even after the moratorium 
was lifted - on the condition of a 
mandatory labeling scheme and strict 
risk assessment - the Bush administration 
wouldn’t call off its lawyers. 

For now, though, it's the EU that is 
creating chaos in the drive to put 
scrambled genes on the international 
menu. In Canada - which sows 
genetically modified seeds with abandon 
and backs America’s уто complaint 
farmers won’t grow GM wheat because 
they'll lose their European markets. 
Meanwhile, Brazil is making heaps of 
cash exporting non-genetically modified 
soybeans. Even winning the wro’s 
sympathy won't necessarily spell profits 
for the biotech merchants. “Almost every 
major food company in Europe has a non- 
смо supply chain,” says Marc Brammer 
of Innovest. And as any good American 
knows, consumer choice is a virtue. 


Nick Rockel 


„Та August, several thousand 
people came to the mountain 
village of Oventic in the lush 
state of Chiapas, Mexico, to 
talk government, Zapatista- 
style. Nearly a decade has 
passed since the dramatic 

Zapatista rebellion, when the leftist group flooded the colonial 

city of San Cristóbal de las Casas, in Chiapas, and took both 

Mexico and the world by surprise. Since then, Zapatista activity 
has come in fits and starts. Over the last two years, the group has 
been in a self-imposed silence, but now they are speaking loud 

and clear. 

At the meeting - the second large rebel gathering this year — 
talk centered on reorganizing the nearly 40 autonomous 
Zapatista municipalities in Chiapas. It isa problem, say some 
Zapatistas, that NGO cash from around the world heads mainly 
to the rebels’ famous enclaves such as La Realidad, where 
Subcommandante Marcos lives, and not to villages and farms in 
lesser-known sections of rebel-held territory. The Zapatistas also 
unveiled “Committees of Good Government,” to better 
represent the five regions that they've laid out for themselves, and 
to oversee their autonomous communities. The new program 
should is also designed to lessen the influence of the Zapatista 
military structure on local government. 

Although the meeting itself appeared to be a bit of a scramble, 
it marked the definitive end of the group's hibernation, and sent 
an unmistakable signal to outsiders. Far from fading into the 
footnotes of history, the Zapatistas are declaring total territorial 
control. 





ZAPATISTA SUBCOMANDANTE MARCOS 





-Monica Campbell, Mexico City 





CULTURAL REVOLUTION IS OUR BUSINESS 

We are a loose global network of artists, writers, environmentalist, ecological economists, media- 
literacy teachers, reborn Lefties, ecofeminists, downshifters, high school shit-disturbers, campus 
rabble-rousers, incorigibles, malcontents and green entrepreneurs. We are idealists, anarchists, 
guerrilla tacticians, pranksters, neo-Luddites, poets, philosophers and punks. Our aim is to topple 
existing power structures and forge a major rethinking of the way we will live in the 21st century. 
we want to change the way information flows, the way institutions weld power, the way the world 
keeps the peace, the way the food, fashion, automobile, sports, music and culture industries set 
their agendas, Above ай, we want to change the way we interact with the mass media and the way 
in which meaning is produced in our society. 


LA REVOLUCION CULTURAL ES NUESTRO NEGOCIO 

Somos una libre y relajada red global de artistas, escritores, ambientalistas, economistas 
ecológicos, estudiosos de la comunicación, izquierdistas renacidos, eco-feministas, minimalistas, 
desmadrosos de preparatoria, creadores de polémica universitaria, incorregibles, inconformistas y 
emprendedores verdes. Somos idealistas, anarquistas, tácticos de guerrilla bromistas, neo- 
ludistas, poetas, filósofos y punks. Nuestro objetivo es derribar las estructuras de poder existentes. 
y fraguar una profunda reflexión sobre la manera en que viviremos en el Siglo XXI. Queremos 
cambiar el flujo de la información, el modo en que las instituciones ejercen su poder, la forma en 
‘que el mundo mantiene la paz, la manera en que las industrias de la comida, la moda, los 
automóviles, los deportes, la másicay la cultura fan sus planes. Sobre todo, queremos cambiar la 
forma en que interactuamos con los medios masivos de comunicación y a manera en que el 
contenido yel significado son producidos en nuestra sociedad. 


NOTRE AFFAIRE, C'EST LA RÉVOLUTION CULTURELLE 

Nous sommes un réseau libre d'artistes, d'écrivains, d'écologistes, 'écolo-économistes, 
d'enseignants de la culture médiatique, de gens de a nouvelle gauche, d'écoféministes, de 
partisans d'une vie moins matérialiste, de semeurs de caca du secondaire, d'agitateurs 
universitaires, d'incorrigibles, d'insatisfaits et d'entrepreneurs verts. Nous sommes des idéalistes, 
des anarchistes, des strateges de guérilla, des farceurs, des nouveaux Luddites, des poètes, des. 
philosophes et des punks. Nous visons à faire basculer les structures de pouvoir existantes età 
reforger dans son entier un penser et un vivre du 21éme siècle. Nous voulons changer le trajet de 
information, l'exercice du pouvoir dans les institutions, la facon de faire régner la paix dans le 
‘monde, la manière dont les industries programment l'alimentation, la mode, automobile, les 
sports, la musique et la culture. Et pardessus tout, nous voulons changer notre relation avec les 
médias ainsi que la facon dont la signification se crée dans notre société. 


In South Korea we have a dynamic western-capitalist economy 
mixed up with, among other things: pervasive corporate power, 
geopolitical merit, a belligerent enemy-brother to the north, 
megacity centrism, 37,000 American Gls, retreating labor 
unions, Confucian customs, a national inferiority complex, CNN, 
Budweiser, Tommy Hilfiger and an absolute (American) English є 
obsession. 1 
Just outside every crammed apartment complex: drafted \ 
soldiers in fatigues with brand name boutique bags, miniature t 
mannequins and all the same coats, $8.00 cappuccino, sidewalk 
fish half price and everyone's eating from the same dish. 
Drunkenness is fashionable (is an art form). Jaywalking's a mortal 
sin, computer games are careers. Digital countdowns at 
pedestrian crosswalks and everybody's late. Five thousand 
years of history, five years to western conversion. Family may 
come first, but corporate juggernauts make sure every last 
member gives what they've got to keep the ship afloat. Every 
male over 21 is deadly with an assault rifle and red neon crosses 
bless half the buildings on the block since Buddha was gunned 
down by steel-and-glass Christianity. t i 
The Korean language, however ingenious, draws secondary ad t 
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space, making way for poorly-understood English slogans. 
Products and retail outlets have English names. Ingredients, 
directions, manufacturers, warnings, assembly instructions and 
menus are necessarily Korean; brand names are always English. 
And one more thing: in South Korea, golf's not a game; it’s a 
style and a business obligation. In America, vice-presidents play + 


golf. 
Get your clubs, son. 


FIND OUT MORE 
Visit the Culture Jammers Campaign 
Headquarters. www.adbusters.org 


TALK ТО US 
editor@adbusters.org 
artdirectorGadbusters org. 
campaigns@adbusters.org 
ebmasterQadbusters org 
SubscriptionsGadbusters org 
info@adbusters.org 
media-pr@adbusters.org 

Tel: 604.736.9401 - Fax: 604.737.6021 
1243 West 7th Avenue, 

Vancouver, British Columbia, 

мен 187, Canada 


JOIN OUR NETWORK 
Senda blank email to 
jammers@adbusters.org 

toreceive news releases, campaign 
bulletins and strategic updates. 


WATCH THE CULTURE JAMMERS 
VIDEO 

Order it online at www.adbusters.org 
Or call 1-800-663-1243 or fill out the 
subscription insert card. 


USE US 
We are a full-service advocacy 
advertising agency ready to create 
‘your next Social marketing campaign - 
ifthe cause is right: 
powershift@adbusters.org 


— Gregg Blakely, South Korea 





REPRINT US 
Email for permission to reprint our 
editorial and visual content: 
reprints@adbusters.org 


SUPPORT US 
Weare a non-profit organization that 
Welcomes donations and grants in the 
following areas: 
+ To help Adbusters grow into an 
activist journal available around 
the world 
+ Tohelp us launch and sustain our 
social marketing campaigns. 
Tohelp us pay for our legal battles. 
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BURMA, PART I: THE MORAL HIGH GROUND. IN JULY, GEORGE 
Bush signed the Burmese Freedom and Democracy Act, a 
aliation against yet another heinous move by one of the 
world’s most notorious military regimes. On May 30, hundreds 
of pro-government thugs attacked the motorcade of Aung San 
Suu Kyi, Nobel Peace Prize laureate and leader of Burma's 
democratic opposition. Several of her party members were killed 








and Suu Kyi herself was tossed into “protective custody.” 
The new American law bans imports from Burma to the US, 
freezes regime assets in the US and requires that US banks get 
special approval to transfer money to Burma. Ina few short 
weeks the sanctions put tens of thousands of people out of work 
in the Southeast Asian nation. But the inability to access 
American currency has made life tough for the regime. Perhaps 
more importantly, this is exactly what most Burmese activists 
wanted. “The regime is going crazy right now,” says Win Min, 
a political dissident based in Thailand. “The US acted faster than 
we expected. And the fact is, the US is acting in a place where 
they have no real strategic interest. This is an ethical issue. 
Burma, Part II: Greed. In the 1990s, California-based UNOCAL 
partnered with the Burmese junta to build a $1.2-billion gas 




















pipeline to Thailand. Burmese soldiers resorted to their us 
tactics when dealing with the locals: villagers were beaten, killed, 
raped and forced to work without pay.A few of these villagers 
have recently appeared in California courts to sue UNO 
They allege that even if UNOCAL employees didn't commit 
offences, they damn well knew that the Burmese regime would. 
The Bush administration weighed in by having the Department 
of Justice filea brief to the court. The argument in the brief not 
only protects UNOCAL from prosecution, but aims to neutralize 

a statute - the Alien Torts Act - which has been invoked in 
merous environmental and human rights cases over the 

last decade. 

Burma can be seen as a litmus test. Where strategic interests 
are absent, will the US foreign policy lean towards solidarity with 
democracy movements, or will the stuffed wallets that back the 
Republicans continue to call the shots? For most Burmese 
activists, there is little choice but to cheer for the US government 
and hope ethics trump greed in the end. “It may be an unholy 
alliance,” says one, “but when there is a hegemonic power, 
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we know we have to work with them.” 


Chris Tenove, Thailand 











TONY BLAIR SUCCEEDED IN A HISTORIC SWING OF PUBLIC OPINION PRIOR ТО THE 
war in Iraq (from Во percent against to 60 percent for) largely by standing in the 
House of Commons and declaring that Saddam Hussein possessed weapons of mass 
destruction and the capability to launch a missile attack on the UK within 45 minutes. 
Those claims have now proved to be false, utterly without foundation in research or 
reality, We find ourselves in a position quite similar to what the Americans went 
through with Watergate. We are treated, on a daily basis, to leaders on television 
“explaining” things through evasion, and blaming one another. For a nation in which 
itis traditional to resign at the first evidence of scandal within one’s department 

(if you didn't know, you should have) the shock is simply immeasurable. But here's the 
surprise: as the professional politicians up the ante and volume in the post-Iraq blame 
game, activist groups are largely ignoring them. Instead, we're forming alliances and 
increasing membership as the public sees that we're their true route to engaging the 
political dynamic. 





Clayton Trapp, United Kingdom 

- 
AFTER DECADES OF DELICATELY BALANCING THE INDIVIDUAL AND THE COMMUNITY, 
the cracks are showing in Finland’s generous welfare state. The Autonomous Social 
Centre of Siperia, a squatter commune in Helsinki’s northern suburbs, is one of the first 
sites of resistance to retraction and privatization of social benefits. “We have great 
resources and the government and police are all right, but the social welfare system is 
crumbling,” says Oula Sasi of the collective. “Ten years from now we might have the 





+ The Nazis had their Nuremberg and 


Slobodan Milosevic is on trial in the 
Hague, but who will hold history's victors 
to account? The idealists in Belgium took 
up the task with their 1993 law permitting 
anyone to bring allegations of war crimes 
or genocide to the Belgian courts, 
regardless of where the events occurred. 
This led to George W. Bush, Donald 
Rumsfeld, Dick Cheney, Colin Powell, 
Tommy Franks and Tony Blair facing war 
crimes charges for the invasion of Iraq. 

An exasperated Rumsfeld threatened to 
remove naro headquarters from Belgium, 
a country already in the doghouse for 
opposing the war, and Belgium soon 
buckled and gutted the law. Now, only 
residents of Belgium can prosecute or be , 
prosecuted. Still, the idea of a universal 


‚war crimes tribunal lives on. And a shiver 


runs through those who hear the 
footsteps of justice approaching. 


same problems in health care and transportation that other countries are experiencing, Deborah Campbell 
so we must act now.” A summer of squats in vacant properties (and, once, in an 
automobile museum) have raised the ire of local authorities used to compromise and 
consensus. But they've also shown that a nation renowned for its passivity and silence j 
is ready to start making some noise. 
Sam Singh, Finland - 
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ADBUSTERS 


newspaper Information <www.information.dk>, that made it to 
my mailbox the same day as the latest issue of Adbusters. 
“Bush, Blair and Fogh [the Danish Prime Minister] had one 





goal: Get rid of Saddam. They gave three reasons; Saddam was 
cooperating with al-Qaeda, building nuclear weapons and could 
launch chemical and biological weapons within 45 minutes. 
There has been found zero weapons of mass destruction and and 
zero evidence on the cooperation with al-Qaeda. Only four UN 
countries supported the USA's war, while 186 nations turned it 
down. 250,000 soldiers were deployed, about 2,000 missiles 
launched, cluster bombs and napalm were dropped. The war has 
cost $52-billion US. There are still 162,000 allied soldiers in Iraq. 
Saddam is sending appeals for a continued war against the 
occupants. Bush and Blair are under parliamentary investigation, 
accused for manipulation and lying. In Denmark the government 
has misguided the parliament. Fogh calls it a lawyer's game. The 
usa and its allies have lost the peace. We are demanding two 
concessions from the government: an investigation of what lead 
Denmark into the war, and a change of course that ensures that 
the UN will take over command for the rebuilding of Iraq from * 
the US immediately.” 
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THE BRANDMASTERS SOUND NERVOUS. MORE THAN two years 
into the Brand America Project, the campaign is in disarray and 
the triple-whammy tagline - opportunity! democracy! freedom! 
~is in freefall. The target market isn’t just refusing to buy into the 
brand, it’s actively boycotting the product. And the target market 
is five-and-a-half billion people. 

Writing in Advertising Age, marketing poobahs like DDB 
Worldwide chairman Keith Reinhard and Saatchi & Saatchi vice 
chairman Tim Love grope for answers everywhere from 
“sensitivity and communications training” to “new mind-sets." 
The tone is one of surrender. “It’s hardly a secret that respect for 
‘Brand America’ has plummeted to new lows outside the US,” 
writes Reinhard, while Love comes hard on his heels with the 
admission that “Favorability ratings for America in most 
countries of the world have declined significantly.” 

Even more remarkably, there are hints of acknowledgement 
that Brand America’s problems may not be reparable with a 
quickie image makeover. Terms like “root causes” and “cultural 
imperialism” and “gross insensitivity” - dismissed as the 
language of terrorist appeasement in the months following the 

¿September 11 attack —are now rolling off the tongues of CEOS at 
America-as-Brand seminars and globalization conferences. 

- All the fuss, of course, is just the sound of corporate honchos 
covering ass. America’s cluster of brand associations - its values, 
products, policies, memes, logos and ideas — is changing as 
rdpidly as at any time in its history. The marketing gurus are 
sending mixed signals. (New York consultants Roperasw report 
that America’s corporate brand power is stalled or slipping; their 
peers at Interbrand counter that US brands still dominate the 
global top-ro.) But what's really hurting the brandmasters is the 
oldest measure of all: gut instinct. It doesn’t take a rocket 
scientist to know that a large part of the appeal of Levi's, Coke 
and 18M is a premium dose of American cool. So what happens 
when America loses it? 

There are signs of desperation at the top. The White House 
“public diplomacy” push in the Middle East now includes the 
pop-propaganda of Radio Sawa and the lifestyle magazine Hi, 


which will be joined later this year by the $62-million launch of 
the Middle East Television Network. There is still the dream that 
Justin Timberlake will catch on as the rebel leader of Mideast 
youth, just as some East Germans remember smuggled Phil 
Collins albums as their music of liberation. 

US corporations aren't so sure. This summer, McCann- 
Erikson WorldGroup, an “integrated brand communications” 
company operating in more than 130 countries, cautioned its US 
clients not to “wrap their brands” in the American flag. The new 
strategy, at least for the moment, is to distance your product 
from George Bush’s Brand America. Roperasw warns that 38 
percent of the world’s consumers say social issues and causes are 
“very important” to their choice of brands, and even Interbrand, 
with its stay-the-course view of American brand power, admits 
that American corporations may only be succeeding to the extent 
that consumers can separate US government policy from 
American brand identity. 

Still, all the navel-gazing and painful introspection continue to 
spiral back to the same old conclusion: just keep rebranding the 
product. The rest of the world associates Brand America with 
exploitation, corruption, arrogance and hyper-materialism? It 
must be time for a new “brand platform," some charity work, a 
media campaign and organized, unified, “private-sector 
diplomacy.” The blue-skying quickly turns ludicrous - among 
the solutions suggested by Tim Love over at Saatchi & Saatchi 
are these two quick п” easy adjustments: “make capitalism 
inclusive” and “improve life.” 

Jesus, what an unreality gap. On the one side, America has 
embarked ona political mission of violence and empire, of 
divide-and-conquer diplomacy and manufactured loyalty, with 
occupation abroad and isolation at home. On the other, the 
global culture is responding, as Harvard Business School dean 
John Quelch has said, with “the emergence of a consumer 
lifestyle with broad international appeal that is grounded in a 
rejection of American capitalism.” In the middle, the 
brandmasters build their castles in the air. 

James MacKinnon 
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AT ARKLANDS, A RUSTIC HOTEL BAR IN THE TRUCK-ROUTE 
town of Lyantonde, Uganda, patrons can click on the wall- 
mounted television and watch world events unfold according to 
CNN. They can also catch Britney on mtv, thanks to the 200 or 
so Direct Broadcast Satellites that now hover high above the 
Earth. The town is otherwise ata staggering disconnect from 
the rest of the globe. 

There is no world wide web here. 
telephones, and cellular technology is too expensive for most 
people, Books and world maps are hard to come by. Though the 
town's 8,000 residents, like so many Ugandans, are battling to 
overcome the HIV/AIDS pandemic, even basic health care 
information is hard to find. 
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There are only six landline 























s information technology and communications that are, 
supposedly, the hallmarks of our age. In this respect at least, 
* Lyantonde is not alone. 

The UN World Summit on the Information Society, which will 
be held in December in Geneva, Switzerland, promises to address 
this neglect. It aims to work towards a “global information 
society where all people, without distinction, аге empowei 
freely create, share and utilize information and knowledge. 
The tens of thousands of government, business and civil society 
delegates expected to attend are charged with “identifyin; 
to help close the gap between the ‘haves’ and ‘have nots’ of 
access.” Whether this daunting challenge will be met, and more 
importantly, whether meeting it will help the world’s most 
marginalized people, is unclear. 

There are signs of hope. Judging from pre-summit documents, 
governments are paying close attention to the North-South 
“digital divide,” as well as the need to improve women’s and 
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antonde is clearly not benefitting from the great advances in , 


Smart mobs, flash mobs - they've already died the 
dreaded death-by-media. But buried beneath the 
subcultural wreckage isn't there a perfect activist 
tool? A message goes out by email: a meeting place. 
Atthe meeting place: a mission. The mission: a little 
culture jamming. 

Let's put the plan to an activist test. For years, the 
biggest TV networks in America have been turning 
down Adbusters uncommercials and anti-ads. This 
year, trying to bypass the straight-up mainstream, we 
took our 15-second TV Тито and 30-second July 4th 
spots to MTV. They're hip. They're rebellious. And they 
turned us down cold. Refused our money. 
"Undermines our business model," said the MTV suits. 

So yeah, they're asking for it. Let's bring the mob to 
the pride of MTV: their New York studios. Media 
activists, the black spot, 44th and Broadway - ‘nuff 
said. Smart mobs: getting smarter all the time... 


Live in New York? Planning a visit? Sign up for the 
зтап-тор message board: 
<mobMTV@adbusters.org>. 

Monitor progress at <www.adbusters.org>. 





minority groups’ access to information technologies. 

However, a steady stream of criticism is already flowing 
from the more than 2,000 civil society groups registered for 
the summit. Governments, they say, have failed to address 
concentration of media ownership and corporate control over 
mass-communications networks. A number of groups including 
Communication Rights in the Information Society, a highly 
visible coalition of NGOs are calling for a global "spectrum 
commons," as well as a bust-up of media conglomerates. 

Many activists feel that UN events don’t matter because the 
fine ideas are rarely enforceable. There is a solution: media 
activists are calling for an expanded “right to communicate” 
in Article 19 of the UN Declaration of Human Rights; most 
important, they want it enshrined in international law. 
Pre-summit negotiators say that neither goal will likely make it 
to the table at the highest-level talks. Once again, a different 
agenda will have to be set in the streets. 

















Tim Walker 


NEXT ISSUE до 


time for the World Summit on the Information Society 
ond December in Geneva), Adbusters strips away the public 
relations dross for a hard look at mediaculture, from 
corporate concentration to infotainment, from. adcreep to 
the society of spectacle. And then there's Media Carta - 
the battle for media democracy anda new human right for 
our information age: the right to communicate. The call is out 
to every corner of the mental environment: send us your 
stories, your jams, your letters, your art, your epiphanies 
(by Oct. 6). <editor@adbusters.org> 
<artdirector@adbusters.org> 
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1 WAS AT THE SAN FRANCISCO MARCH. 
And the New York and London marches, 
too. I was everywhere, and what did I see? 
Isaw things I never thought Га see. 

Isaw Susan Sarandon tell the marchers, 
“Forget about the war in Iraq, the tragedy 
in Palestine, whatever else is going on in 
the rest of the world! Don't you see what's 
going on in your own backyard? Fight the 
first war first!” What was she talking 
about? I saw that others were a bit 
confused. “I want this to be the last anti- 
war march,” the venerable actress said. 
“Let's have the first pro-freedom march! 
Let’s ask for one simple thing: give us our 
freedoms back! 
Throw out the 
Patriot Act. 

Shut down the 
Department 

of Homeland 
Security. Get rid of 
Tom Ridge and 
John Ashcroft and 
all those who 
terrorize us. Let's 
end fear and 
paranoia in this 
land. The rest will 
take care of itself!” 

The crowd 
roared, and 
Sarandon was 
only the first 
speaker. This anti- 
war march had 
instantly turned А à 
into a pro-freedom march. How easy it is, 
when you think about i 

Next came Kim Gandy, the president 
of the National Organization for Women. 
“Feminism as a movement is dead!" she 
shouted. “We have to recognize that. It is 
a bundle of resentment, lost hopes and 
dreams, impossible contradictions. If by 
feminism we mean fear, suspicion, 
victimization, blaming others and carping 
and whining and not giving credit where 
it’s due, then I say feminism is dead! Let's 
start again. Let’s work for a world where 
men and women are free to be who they 
want to be. I ask you, has modern 
feminism made men and women free?” 
The crowd shouted as one, “No!” 

Gandy went on. “Aren’t we caught up in 
new obsessions? Aren’t you embarrassed 


to be called a feminist?" Half the people 





roared again, while others looked down 
in discomfort. 

Ralph Nader was next. I was excited 
to see him! He was wearing his usual dark 
suit and red tie. Гуе always admired his 
simplicity. Could he possibly, just once, 
say what Гус always wanted him to say — 
to ask people to be more like him in real 
life? Yes, indeed, this was the day! 
“People, I’m here to tell you, the blood of 
the Iraqi people is on your hands,” said 
Ralph, “The blood of the Palestinians, the 
misery of the South Asians, the Africans, 
the Latin Americans, it’s all on you! 
You're the ones responsible!” The crowd 














went into a hush. Ralph plugged away. 
Yes, I mean you, white liberals in San 
Francisco and New York, who send your 
kids to private schools, who drive suvs 
because they make you feel safe. I'm here 
to tell you, you're responsible for the war 
against Iraq, not George Bush! Are you 
willing to live in a smaller house? Are you 
willing to give up some of your luxuries? 
Downscale your lifestyle? Will you give 
up anything?” 

Ralph paused. “Saintly” is what he has 
always been called, but for the first time 
Ithought he really deserved it. "Let's burn 
the suvs! Let’s opt out of the vicious 
consumer economy. Don’t put up with 
abuse from your employer, your utility, 
your phone company, your bank. Fight! 
Go to jail if you have to. Democracy in 
action isn’t marching in the streets with 

















cute slogans and puns, and then going 
back home to surf on the internet. Let's 
take back this country! Let’s take it back 
for the people it belongs to!” I'd heard 
these words at countless rallies, but 
they'd never touched me like this — until 
now. This was a day when anything 
seemed possible. 

The Reverend Al Sharpton was nex 
He seemed subdued. Would he, too, live 
up to my dreams? “People, I'm here to 
tell you! Everybody in this country is 
responsible for himself. We can't blame 
others for our condition. Work hard, and 
this can still be the best country in the 
world if only we 
take it back from 
George Bush. And 
of us put him in 
the White House! 
All of us! Don't go 
blaming others! 

an we agree on 
that?" The crowd 
roared back, Yes! 
‘The euphoria 
was palpable. 
It went on like 
that for the rest of 
the day. People 
spoke of the quality 
of being free, as I 
remember it spoken 
of by Henry Miller 
„and Kurt Vonnegut 
and others of that 
liber. At times the 
speakers sounded like Gore Vidal, with a 
love of country so different, so much 
deeper than the nationalism of Bush and 
his gang. I heard them speak of Thomas 
Paine and Emma Goldman. They were 
uncompromising on keeping religion out 
of politics. They dismissed the threat of 
terrorism as something trumped up, 
and they promised to take us back to an 
America with open hearts and open 
borders. They said, again and again, that 
the only way to be safe was to be free. 
I heard Democrats repent. I heard 
eloquence, irony, self-consciousness. 
It made me feel good about the world 
I live in. We had finally accepted 
responsibility. There was no more need 
for anti-war marches. 
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“Terrorism forces us to make a choice. 
We can be afraid. Or we can be ready.” 

~ Secretary Tom Ridge, U.S. Department of Homeland Security д 

| anced-technology companies worldwide. With 

her priorities from defense modernization to building 

ement го telecommunications. When it really 


fld is changing. Lockheed Martin is changing with it. 





~ builda great partnership, and 
. you'll build other great things as well. 





+ 








Another fundan haracteristic of the guerrilla. 
soldier is tis fle his ability to adapt himself 
toall circumstances, and to convert to his service all 
Of the accidents of the action. Against the rigidity of 
Classical methods of fighting, the guerrilla fighter 
invents his own tactics at every minute of the fights 
and constantly surprises the enemy. 


Che Guevara 





e at stake, the right partnerships are crucial. 
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IT'S HARD TO FIND DEMOCRACY WHEN YOU'RE LOST IN A HAZE 
of make-believe, like George Bush clinging to his weapons of 
mass destruction. The rest of us are seeing a little more clearly 
now, and we are discovering that this is only the beginning of his 
government’s corruption. 

Even insiders are willing to admit it these days. In a July 18 
«Salon.com» article, 27-year CIA veteran Ray McGovern - who 
has worked under seven presidents, from Kennedy to Bush Sr. 
told of “a growing faction of the US intelligence community 
furious over the way the administration has corrupted the 
system” by pressuring them “to cook intelligence to the recipe of 
high policy.” McGovern is on the steering committee of Veteran 
Intelligence Professionals for Sanity, a group of retired senior 
officers who organized earlier this year to speak out against the 
“dangerous, fundamental breakdown in the system” that gave 
Congress and the American public such dubious information 
about Iraq. In an open letter to Bush on July 7, virs went so far 
as to demand Dick Cheney's resignation for his central role in 
promoting a forged report that Iraq had attempted to buy 
uranium from Niger. 

In an August 5 column for The New York Times, Princeton 
economics professor Paul Krugman also writes that “the 
agency's analysts find that they are no longer helping to 
formulate policy; instead, their job is to rationalize decisions that 
have already been made. And more and more, they find that they 
are expected to play up evidence, however weak, that seems to 
support the administration’s case, while suppressing evidence 
that doesn’t.” In this case, however, the “agency” is not the CIA, 
but the Treasury Department which, like the cta, is supposed 
to be non-partisan and independent. “To the general public,” 
writes Krugman, “the most obvious consequence of this 
subservience has been Treasury’s meek acquiescence in an 
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economic policy that hasn’t produced any jobs, but has produced 
a $450-billion deficit. Insiders, however, are if anything even 
more dismayed by the erosion of Treasury’s intellectual integrity 
-an erosion exemplified by its denial and deception on the 
subject of tax cuts.” 

The Treasury Department has misrepresented facts at an 
unprecedented scale, Krugman ‘or instance, they gave the 
media skewed samples that showed a low-income elderly 
household receiving a $2,000 dividend from Bush's tax cuts - 
a rebate that will only be granted in one out of eight such cas 
Only one in four will receive any dividend at all. 

Scientific data has apparently fared no better under the Bush 
regime. An August 7 report by the minority office of the House 
Committee on Government Reform accuses the government of 
regularly manipulating data and interfering with government 
scientists. The scientific integrity of federal institutions is at 
stake, they say. The Bush government has staffed scientific 
advisory committees with industry representatives and 
unqualified personnel, suppressed findings that are opposed to 
corporate interests and backed controversial administration 
positions with misleading data. Examples are startling in scope: 
the White House deleted global warming from the ЕРАЗ 
comprehensive state-of-the-environment report in 2002, blocked 
publication of microbiologist James Zahn's findings on the 
dangers of antibiotic-resistant bacteria near hog farms and 
stopped the Centers for Disease Control from listing condoms as 
a safe-sex technique in favor of an “abstinence only” agenda. 

All those years you may have thought they weren't listening, 
but Bush really seems to have taken to heart the activist axiom 
“everything is political.” He has politicized everything. 

Adrian Hardie 
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IN THE WAKE OF THE FIRST WORLD WAR, WHEN BRITAIN AND 
France hashed out the boundaries of present-day Iraq, they 
presented their plan in a pact forged by two diplomats. When 
the Bush administration presented its plan for carving up modern 
Iraq's economy, it did so before a gathering of businesspeople 
at the Philippine embassy in Washington. 

One June evening, before an invitation-only crowd of 
executives and financiers, two senior officials from the Defense 
Department and the US Agency for International Development 
(usarp) laid out the strategy for rebuilding Iraq's war- and 
sanctions-torn infrastructure. The plan was unprecedented in 
American history: use giant corporations, not the US 
government, to resurrect the newly occupied country. 

Two so-called prime contractors are leading this effort, 
explained Timothy Beans, the USAID contracting chief, and 
Raymond DuBois, a senior Pentagon official and close associate 
of Defense Secretary Donald Rumsfeld. Engineering giant 
Bechtel is repairing roads, bridges and buildings, and is 
attempting to reboot the electric power grid. And Kellogg 
Brown & Root, a subsidiary of petroleum services corporation 
Halliburton, is getting the Iraqi oil pipes and refineries up 
and running. 

The crowd listened intently. Everyone wants a piece of Iraq 
these days. The Philippine ambassador traded hosting duties for 
a five-minute speech promoting his country’s supply of cheap 
construction labor. Just weeks earlier, more than 1,000 deal- 
seekers filled an airplane hangar-size auditorium at 
Washington’s Reagan Building to learn about subcontracting 
on Bechtel’s $680-million pact. (It’s unclear how much the 
Halliburton deal is worth because the terms = crafted under the 

е US war plan - are secret.) 

But getting a slice of “reconstruction” business depends on 
connections. As Beans and DuBois frequently tell business types, 
if you want to work in Iraq, go to the prime contractors. 
“Burnish” your relationships with these companies, DuBois is 
fond of saying. “Face facts.” Only the companies with strong ties 
to the government’s primes stand a chane 

At ће embassy meeting, an exiled Iraqi businessman told me 
that, although he hadn't worked in his country for more than a 
decade, he’d made the proper connections with the US corporate 
proxies. He looked forward to the results, he said, smiling. After 
the Bechtel meeting at the Reagan Building, a small businessman 
who lacked the two primes’ acquaintance assessed the playing 
field differently. “This is total crap,” he told me, then walked off. 

Ina way, the government has also walked off. Beans told the 
Bechtel chasers that usar has just four officers in Iraq 
overseeing the company's performance. Bechtel monitors its 
subcontractors and provides its own security force, he said. 
Satisfied with the arrangement, Beans bid the crowd good luck 
and left the room. Bechtel executives spoke for the next hour. 

There is less conspiracy in this public-private partnership than 
there is evidence of the administration's unshakable belief thar 



























































companies just do some jobs better than governments, Bechtel 
and Halliburton are truly nation builders. Say what you will 
about the dark reputations they've earned doing their work ~ 

in the eyes of the government, they're the only ones who can pull 


off the Iraq job. 


But the administration’s plan has a flaw. Its success depends 
entirely on Iraq being a safe place to work. Less than six months 
after Bush declared an end to official combat, contractors have 
been killed, oil pipelines have been blown up and the UN chief 
in the country has been murdered. The remaking of Iraq has 
barely begun. 

Money also is scarce. President Bush requested no major new 
funds for the Iraq project in his 2004 budget. The operation has 
subsisted on an $8-billion treasury, comprised partially of seized 
assets from the Hussein regime. 
The all-important key to Iraq's financial liberation lies 
buried underground. Oil is trickling out below pre-war levels. 
If Halliburton can't turn on the oil, there will be no money to 
pay for rebuilding, But until the country is safe, the builders 
work. 

Iraq's foreign creditors are also barking at the gate 
The country owes other governments an estimated $127 billion, 
The White House is so concerned debt holders might go after 
Iraqi crude that in May Bush issued an executive order barring, 
all claims against Iraq soil and its sale. The US government must 
approve all transactions. 

Fearful the whole project might go to hell, Bechtel and 
Halliburton have called for the government's Export-Import 
Bank to loan them several billion dollars now in exchange for an 
10u from future oil revenues. A Washington trade association 
has led the effort on the companies’ behalf. 

Hopes that Bechtel and Halliburton would “make all of us 
look good,” as Beans once said, may be fading, But it hasn't 
deterred the administration from its conviction that private 
industry should stay in the driver’s seat. 

The companies appear willing to hang on, Whoever lays the 
foundation of the nation helps build the house. If Bechtel and 
Halliburton have their way, they will be the economic architects 
of Iraq. 
































Shane Harris 














BAFFLING ATTITUDES TOWARD VIOLENCE 
flow down to us from on high; baffling, 
until we recognize scraps of our own 
viciousness flung skyward. If George 

W. Bush can flog Middle East peace after 
ordering a napalm-augmented invasion 
ofa shattered country, prefaced by 
sheriff's ultimatum, it's because the world 
he lives in doesn’t know how to behave. 
At some point, public mores okayed the 
Fox newscaster's description of Shiites 
hitting the fan, and Iraq viceroy Paul 
Bremer’s brag that his forces will fight 
and capture, kill and impose their will. 

But damn, wouldn't lobbing cruise 
missiles and tank battalions at the enemy 
feel good, like the busting of a million 
Starbucks windows? Violence is more 
than a clean-cut riot cop following orders; 
it's also the peacenik who guiltily pumps 
her fist whenever a young American gets 
shot in Baghdad. With civilization at 
stake, breaking stuff and maiming people 
is too thrillingly important to leave to the 
professionals, isn’t it? 

Don’t blame the 1991 Gulf War and 
CNN for this ethical abscess. The West has 
always relished a good punch-up on both 
sides of the barricades - save, perhaps, 
during the 1980s, when Richard 


























Attenborough made Gandhi cool for 
everyone and it was impolitic to list 
Ronald Reagan's atrocities. Even then we 
discussed distant (and therefore abstract) 
apocalypses among ourselves. Better the 
Soviets than us. Better Nagasaki than 
dead Gls, Better keep the gas chamber 
open at the state pen. 

North Americans and Europeans deal 
with violence on three levels. First, they've. 
got zero tolerance when it comes to them 
and their loved ones. Second, they argue 
about the level of abuse their pro» 
soldiers, police, and activists - should dish 
out and absorb. Third, they overestimate 
how much punishment domestic 
criminals and wrong-headed citizens of 
developing and/or repressive societies can 
endure. Evildoer, you're on your own. 

That’s a tough haze to see through, 
especially with the likes of Tony Blair 
telling much of humanity in stark terms 
how its destiny will unfold. Aping the 
bloody-minded eggheads who run 
Washington, he's marked the bad guys- 
there are no sort-of-bad ones = for 
summary execution. Worse, Blair 
dresses his blather in a secular Sunday 
best, invoking “the universal values of 
the human spirit.” Like George Bush, he 











ies- 





believes the vengeful Old Testament 
God is on his side. He just won’t say so 
in public. 

Ifa nation really wants to savage 
another, it invites less scrutiny by pulling 
the wagons in a circle. Hence the Project 
for the New American Century calling its 
blueprint for US world domination 
“Rebuilding America’s Defenses,” and 
aggro military machines picking names 
like Department of Defense and Israeli 
Defense Forces. There's terror - bomber 
detonates selfin pizza parlor, jetliner flies 
into office tower — and terror by another 
name: San Salvador, Phnom Penh, Port- 
au-Prince, Bogotá, Sabra and Shatila, 
Kabul. One brand of violence is depraved, 
subhuman; the other justly administered 
and clearly requested. 

Which leaves the kid outside the razor 
wire at Davos, wondering whether to cast 
the first brick. He’s mad enough to do it. 
He's brave enough to live with the 
consequences. He’s part of something that 
feels so right, it can’t possibly be wrong. 
The only thing left to figure out is how 
much someone else’s broken body matters 
to him. Like the boys in Iraq, he needs to. 
get that far. 














Nick Rockel 
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в Ishould've seen it coming. All my life, trying. You just try to do your best, 
and then = nothing. You get to the end. A waste, All you get is one life, but yor 


forget. You forget. It's hard. I wish I'd known when | was being lied 


to. I wish 


I'd asked for less and taken more. I never raised a fist, Such a waste. IF] hadit 


all to do over again, I'd take some of them out with m F — 
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THE WINNERS MADE ONE STUPID MISTAKE. THEY 

built a system so finely tuned, so delicately balanced, 
that a single failure can cascade into a core meltdown 
of everyday life. An overloaded circuit throws the 
eastern seaboard into darkness . .. a handful of 
outlaws crush the morale of the world’s most powerful 
army... a single rogue trader destroys a 20-year-old 
bank. One sick cow, one virus, опе match, one storm, 
one hand-held rocket launcher, one unaccounted for 
gram of plutonium, has the terminal potential to crash 
the whole deal. The genie is out of the bottle ... the 
Promethean fire is jumping from rooftop to rooftop. 
The losers have so little left to lose, so little stake in the 
consumer democracy, the lifestyle capitalism, the dying 
planet, the parade of history. Weareanarmyof — - 
failures, cascading failures = our time has finally come. 

















He wears a Rolex and a кс shirt and his convertible Jeep kicks up dust on the mean streets 
of Havana. Neil, an expat living in Cuba, made his fortune flipping real estate in London. 
He was one of the smart ones, going along with things only so far and then cashing out the 
way he always knew he would. His arms are covered in gang tattoos, symbols of those early 
years growing up in Glasgow, the years he never wants to talk about. Wherever we go in 
Havana, Neil attracts a crowd. Cubans, lounging in the shade of decaying colonial 
mansions, look first at your shoes, then your watch. They follow Neil around like he’s the 
Pied Piper. At the restaurant where we stop for Cokes and pizza, the waiter has a Nike 
swoosh tattooed on the side of his shaved head. Neil has a beautiful Cuban girlfriend half 
his age. He says he won't give her money because that would be too much like hiring a 
prostitute. He says she sleeps with him in exchange for Marlboros. “It’s like being a fucking 
rock star,” he tells me. "It's like I'm goddamn Bono.” 

Deborah Campbell 


TRACEY EMIN MY BED 1998. 


Talways thought that I had sensitive skin. 
When I shaved my legs I would get an 
extreme razor burn that wouldn’t go 
away. Eventually, when my legs were 
covered with little red scars, I gave up 
shaving for seven months. It wasn't a 
political statement at first, but what 
started to happen was fascinating. People 
inquired about my hairy legs so often 
and so enthusiastically that I had to start 
making a point about my motive. Men 
were disgusted, women were enraged, 
my mother called my legs “man legs” 
and told me to shave every day. I gave 
everyone the opportunity to tell me why 
Ishould shave. The genereal consensus 
was that hairy legs, not being the 
conventional, established social norm, 
were “disgusting.” I have to say that 
hearing that my body in its natural state 
was considered “disgusting” was 
sometimes disheartening. 

Isuppose the point of all this was that 
when I stopped shaving and let my leg 
hair grow, I found that I didn’t really have 
sensitive skin at all. My skin just wasn’t 
meant to have a razor run over it every 
other day. I still shave every few months, 
and though I hate the procedure I must 
admit that I adore the look of my freshly 
shaven, razor-burned stems. 

CARRIE MCGOWAN 
Plantation, Florida 


I've got an idea for a new cosmetic 
product. ГЇЇ call it “nipstick.” You know, 
like lipstick, for your nipples. For all those 
women worried that their nipples are not 
attractive enough. Make them pinker. 
Make them darker. Make them match 
your outfit. Make them blush. Make them 
stand out more, or less. Really accent the 
areola. It'll come in a hundred colours, 
guaranteed not to smudge in your bra. 
Make your nipples look more like some 
famous person's! Come on, you know 
people would buy it. 
ALEX GOLDRICH 
Saint Jobn, New Brunswick 
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net sale: 8.70 
total due 8.70 
dbit 8.70 
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happy 
father’s day 


and 
i don't work ‘til 
1, (in the afternoon), this sat. 
so- 
596 alc./vol. 
ofa cananahalf later- 
that girl with the new haircut 
(from work) 
calls. 


and, 

while my brain is saying, “where'd you get my #2” 
„i'm mouthing ‘yes” 

and going to a wedding. 

in october. 


(not mine.) 


Matt Robinson 


1 don’t know many rich people, but I've met enough to know that even the ones who were handed a trust fund 
think of themselves as special, not lucky. They reinvent the past to include details of their own forbearance and 
fortitude to anyone who'll listen, and someone always will because they're rich. It's always more entertaining 
listening to the rich, because there's always a chance you'll be asked along to the Bahamas or given a sports car 
for the weekend. The fact that they're usually stingier than the people | hang out with takes a while to sink in. 


- lain Levison, A Working Stiff's Manifesto 


НК Ut А 
Е AFTERMATH, ONCE A LOSER НА: 


KILLEDIN BATTLE; 
ДА ВИ US FORCES. 





“REMEMBERING DRESDEN, BY ALAN CABAL, NEW YORK PRESS, FEBRUARY 13, 2002 





ARIEL SHARON ABDUL AZIZ RANTISI 
Israeli Prime Minister ще Hamas Spokesman 9 


Ў Y 


AT 10:10 P.M, ON FEBRUARY 13, 1945, SOME 1,000 BRITISH BOMBERS AND SUPPORT 
craft attacked the German city of Dresden. There were no military targets in Dresden, 
and the population had nearly doubled over the winter months as a result of the massive 
influx of refugees fleeing the advancing Soviet troops. British air commander Sir Arthur 
“Bomber” Harris has stated that the object of this particular exercise was to set the 

city on fire. This purpose was expedited by the dropping of 3,000 high explosive and 
650,000 incendiary bombs. The absence of any kind of anti-aircraft response 
mechanism made it easy to fly in low and hit targets such as hospitals and factories 

with pinpoint accuracy. This first attack created a firestorm unlike anything ever seen 
before, a firestorm miles high and thousands of acres in area, a veritable tornado 

of fire that could be seen from hundreds of miles away. 

Three hours after the first attack, a second wave of British bombers struck at the 
center of the city, to keep the firestorm going, and at the edges of the conflagration, 
to expand it outward. The timing of this second attack strongly suggests that it was 
intended to target rescue workers, firefighters and surviving civilians as they emerged 
from the air-raid shelters. 

Ash Wednesday saw rescue workers and medical personnel from all over Germany 
converge on the ruined city justin time for a third assault. This time more than 300 
American “Flying Fortresses” and a support contingent of fighters finished the job 
the British had so effectively begun. The bombers reignited the firestorm, and the 
little Mustangs strafed civilians wherever they gathered. As many as 13 5,000 people 
were killed, nearly all civilians. None of them had cell phones, so their last words are 
lost to posterity. 





“Right now, Iraq is expanding and 
improving facilities that were used for 
the production of biological weapons.” 


“Iraq has stockpiled biological and 
chemical weapons, and is rebuilding 
the facilities used to make more of 
those weapons.” 


“We have sources that tell us that Saddam 
Hussein recently authorized Iraqi field 
commanders to use chemical weapons — 
the very weapons the dictator tells us he 
does not have.” 


“The evidence indicates that Iraq is 
reconstituting its nuclear weapons 
program, Saddam Hussein has held 
numerous meetings with Iraqi nuclear 
scientists, a group he calls his ‘nuclear 
mujahideen’ his nuclear holy warriors.” 


“We know that the regime has produced 
thousands of tons of chemical agents, 
including mustard gas, sarin nerve gas, 
VX nerve gas.” 


“Intelligence gathered by this and other 
governments leaves no doubt that the 
Iraq regime continues to possess and 
conceal some of the most lethal weapons 
ever devised.” 


“If we know Saddam has weapons of 
mass destruction = and we do - does it 
make any sense for the world to wait to 
confront him?” 


Remarkably, 53% of Americans agreed 
that “America’s youth find more ‘truth’ in 
Eminem’s lyrics than in President Bush's 
speeches,” according to a survey 
conducted by the New York advertising, 
agency Euro RSCG. 
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‘Winners cover: Merry Alpern Shopping #5 
Losers cover: Pipilotti Rist Open Your Glade 2000. 


After reading your “Early Signs of 
Fascism” [Adbusters #49], Isaw 
this sticker: 


Fascism: 

Concentrated private control of wealth 
Control of information 

Stringent socioeconomic controls 
Suppression of the opposition through 
terror and censorship 

Belligerent nationalism and racism 
Suppression of labor movement 
Massive manufacture of arms 


Ithink we're past the early stage. 
PAUL WRIGHT 
Pasadena, California 


I'm glad you touched on the aesthetic 
angle of American fascism. | recommend 
the film Architecture of Doom; its 
analysis of Nazism as an aesthetic 
movement is compelling. 

By email 


Iread your “Cool Fascismo” issue 
[Adbusters #49] and Norman Mailer's 
notorious “White Negro” essay in the 
same week. Reading both made me think 
that Mailer may yet be proved a prophet. 
In the essay he defines the “hipster” and 
the “cool.” He writes: "If there are 10 
million Americans who are more ог less 
psychopathic (and the figure is most 
modest), there are probably not more 
than one hundred thousand men and 
women who consciously see themselves as 
hipsters. Yet their importance is that they 
are an elite with the potential ruthlessness 
of an elite, and a language most 
adolescents can understand instictively, 
for the hipster’s intense view of existence 
matches their experience and their desire 
to rebel.” 

Also: “The psychopath may indeed 
be the perverted and dangerous front- 
runner of a new kind of personality, 
which could become the central 
expression of human nature before the 
2oth century is over. For the psychopath 
is better adapted to dominate those 
mutually contradictory inhibitions upon 
violence and love that civilization has 
exacted of us, and if it be remembered 
that not every psychopath is an extreme 
case, and that the condition of 
psychopathy is present in a host of 





people, including many politicians, 
professional soldiers, newspaper 
columnists, entertainers, artists, jazz 
musicians, call-girls, promiscuous 
homosexuals, and half the executives of 
Hollywood, television, and advertising, 
it can be see that there are aspects of 
psychopathy that alrady exert 
considerable cultural influence." 
The writing is nearly half a century old. 
KEVIN LEE GILBERT 
By email 


Please stop the anti-Semitic rhetoric in 
your publication. Most of what you are 
Saying resonates with me, but the anti- 
Semitic lean is a painful slap-in-the-face 
to the overwhelming majority of my 
family who died in the concentration 
camps during World War it. 
DAVE BARNES 
Princeton, New Jersey 


Kitty Clark's article on Leo Strauss 
[Adbusters #49] was blatantly anti- 
Semitic. Where and who are these large 
numbers of Jewish neoconservatives 
that have an “ardent belief in the war in 
Iraq”? Can you really be serious that the 
Jewish ideological descendants of Leo 
Strauss are running this country? This 
article implies that “most of the 25 to 
30” responsible for the quagmire in 
Iraq are Jews. Are these the same 25 
people Tom Friedman referred to as 
the “elite?” 

PEGGY REEVES 

By email 


Iwas very disappointed in the “Crisis of 
Islam” section of Adbusters #48. If want 
Arab-bashing l'll subscribe to Time or 
Newsweek, thank you very much. 
TAREK ALAINI 
Sanaa, Yemen 


Please, don’t put the weight of the 
shortcomings of the Arab world on 

our shouoders [The Crisis of Islam, 
Adbusters 481. We Palestinians have had 
to endure over тоо years of hell since the 
British and the Zionists came to our 
shores. We are also enduring the longest 
military occupation anywhere in the 
world since at least the beginning of the 
20th century just because Jews around 
the world are infuriated about the 


Holocaust, something the Germans are 
responsible for. 
ESAM SAMARA 
By email 


The other day, two articles on the с 
website caught my attention. One was 
on the recent heat wave frying Europe, 
destroying crops, killing livestock and 
people, causing some species to migrate 
early or reproduce in larger or smaller 
numbers and just wreaking general havoc 
on the region. The second was on the 
mysterious gelatinous blobs that smell 
alarmingly like rotting flesh and have 
been forming in the rivers of New Jersey, 
scaring the piss out of the suburbanites. 
(This is not the first time New Jersey has 
been subjected to nature’s odd way of 
expressing itself. Last summer, large, 
dark patches of unidentifiable mold 
appeared on the sidewalks of America’s 
Radioactive Garden State.) Normally, 
these signs of ill portent would be 
upsetting to me, but this time I had a 
new ser i 




















faction. As my 





ation: 





girlfriend says, "It'll have to get worse 
before it can get better.” 
CHRISTIAN MCCRORY 
Hanover, New Hampshire 





Pve been reading Adbusters for forever, 
and Гуе almost given up on it dozens of 
times = the sheer amount of paper you 

use makes me furious - and all that 
masturbatory arty crap! But there is 
enough gold in there that I can weed out 
the crap, especially in these last two issues 
[Adbusters 47 and 48]. | remembered why 
Гуе loved you for so long. 
activist (of 25) who has seen enough 
shocking pictures for several lifetimes of 
nightmares, I still have my partner rip out 
any pictures of dead bodies, etc. before it’s 
my turn for the mag, but I still have to say 
I respect you for printing what no one else 
will. If you only had some women writing 
for you, maybe we'd finally get get 
somewhere! 





san old 


LAGUSTA YEARWOOD 
New York, New York 





1 was feeling guilty about abandoning 
you all but then I read the interview with 
Kirkpatrick Sale...my girlfriend and I 
and our daughter born in June are slowly 
packing up, selling off, moving 


out...somewhere in the mountains in 
Spain the separatists are farming and 
waiting for us...thanks for the 
encouragement, all the best in your 
revolution busine: 








ADAM 
Halifax/Berlin 


My 12 year old brother, William, swipes 
my Adbusters before I can read them. 
When I found my stack of issues in h 
closet with his comments written in black 
permanent marker, I was impressed with 
his technique. He mimicked the black 
marker technique your editors used in 
the magazine, and created confusion as 

I flipped through i 











CLAIRE FROST 
Houston, Texas 


We start corporate and eventually go for 
the institutions of government. We tap 
the feminine and make it real in the world 
again. Find the biggest offenders, the 
munitions, and drug dispensers in power 
and give them a shot of Yin. Their 
magicians of PR will think to subvert 

our movement by making it trendy. Go 
right ahead. 











B. WATSON 
h Columbia 





Victoria, Britis 


Inotice people no longer look at their feet 
as they walk with the same defeated gaze 
We've discovered more important love: 
more freeing things to ponder and watch. 
This movement is swelling, unity here is 
the key, millions strong so fed up with 
the state of order, control, making voices 
heard, crying out. We can’t sit in our tiny 
rooms anymore, waiting to see the swell 
of nukes bullying their way over our 
horizon, littered with logos and corporate 
tie-ins with nothing to do but swallow 
hard and bite our lip. Let's see how they 
like seeing us screaming over their 
horizon, bringing our ideas, our love, 
our better ways. A new day is coming, 
however far off, and I like it. 
BRENT SMITH 
Edmonton, Alberta 





editor@adbusters.org 
fax 604.737.6021 





When the power went out August 14, 
Iwas probably the only person on the bus 
trying to hold back a smile, maybe even a 
huckle. The fact that a break in a single 
dependence disrupts an entire society 
makes me want to laugh. When I got off 
the bus an hour and a half later, I grabbed 
my skateboard and went to а local skate 
park Pd been meaning to check out. 
After that, a candle-lit dinner with my 
girlfriend. We talked under the stars 
all evening. 
SEB MARTIN 
Ottawa, Ontario 


The malls were emptied, and downtown 
was the busiest Гуе seen it in years. In 
total blackness the sky was revealed to 
the city, and every single soul was shining 
for one another 
DARRYL LAFLECHE 
London, Ontario 


ght: the blackout 
wake-up call. We are being 


President Bush was r 
was 
forcefully reminded that our faith 

in technology - in ourselves — is 
badly misplaced. It is clear that the 
questions we began asking two years 


ago, on September 11, have not yet 


been answered. 
JOHANN CHRISTOPH ARNOLD 
from <www.bruderhof.com> 
Rifton,New York 


Is this what it comes down to? People 
do not have the capacity to live without 
electricity? I watched as families came out 
to their front porches, waving at the 
neighbors in the dark. I walked calmly 
through the pitch black, appreciating the 
silhouettes of trees against the sky, feeling 
grateful for the lack of automobile hum. 
Then the most horrid thing happened. 
The power came back on 
TORI STAFFORD 
Kingston, Ontario 


A night of pure darkness let us see the 
suffering a blind man goes through every 
day. How people around the world live 
without power every day. What if the 
power never came back on? 
JULIE GOOBIE 
Toronto, Ontario 








In spite of a highly diversified social and cultural landscape, for the first time in histor 
the whole planet is organized around a largely common set of economic rules. It is, 
however, a different kind of capitalism than the one formed during the Industrial 
Revolution, or the one that emerged from the 1930s Depression and World War 11, under 
the form of economic Keynesianism and social welfarism. It is a hardened form of 
capitalism in its goals, but is incomparably more flexible than any of its predecessors in its 
means. It is informational capitalism, relying on innovation-induced productivity, and 
globalization-oriented competitiveness to generate wealth, and to appropriate it selectively 
It is, more than ever, embedded in culture and tooled by technology. But, this time, both 
culture and technology depend on the ability of knowledge and information to act upon 








knowledge and information, in a recurrent network of globally connected exchanges. 
Manuel Castells 
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Purist Wet Panel Lavatory Bowl and Mirrored Cabinet 

Remove the basin and the surface beneath asa counter over which 
water flows hygenically. The faucet is simply a hole in the mirrored storage 
cabinet. Stuart Constantine of the New York design enterprise 
applauded the sink’s vanishing edge, noting that "the process of filling 
and emptying the bowl provides a very intimate and thoughtful level 
of interaction. 
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Thane International “Q” Grill 

Based on a clamshell design, the *Q" Grill opens to expose two grilling areas 
anda central dome light, Fits the needs of people who live in condos and 
apartments or like to travel and grill. 

RKS Design 





Hug - Salt and Pepper Shakers 

The salt shaker has identical geometry to the pepper shaker and is 
differentiated by color. Between uses, the shakers ‘hug’ for convenient storage. 
Emotionally powerful social statement is an indication that designers can 
create delight. 

Mint Inc. 
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ENCOURAGED BY WESTERN-STYLE REFORMS THROUGHOUT 
the 1990s, Vietnamese catfish farmers created a leading export 
industry. Their target was the US, home to a $600-million catfish 
market - a small fry in America's mega-economy, but a rich 
opportunity for Vietnam's rural poor. With low labor costs 

and prime fish habitat, Vietnamese catfish farmers captured 

20 percent of the US market, along the way creating jobs for 
500,000 people. They were competing, and winning. 

That’s when America launched its latest war against fair trade. 
Asa first strike, the US Congress ordered that only North 
American catfish could be called catfish, despite the fact that 
there are hundreds of catfish species worldwide. The Vietnamese 
fish would have to be labeled by the Vietnamese terms “basa” 
or “tra.” 

Despite the fact that the Vietnamese catfish were no longer 
considered catfish, the US Commerce Department accused 
Vietnam of unfair competition in the catfish market. The 
evidence? Vietnam is a “non-market” economy = a socialist 

















republic—and is therefore unable to play by the free-market 
rules. The department slapped Vietnamese catfish with import 
tariffs ranging from 37 to 64 percent. 

International observers could only watch in disbelief: here was 
America, the great proponent of free trade, acting as a heavy- 
handed nanny-state for a minor regional industry. And here 
was communist Vietnam, learning a painful lesson in capitalist 
economics. To add insult to injury, America’s catfish warriors 
even hinted that Vietnamese fish may be contaminated = with 
Agent Orange, the chemical defoliant the US dumped over huge 
areas of South Vietnam during the Vietnam War. 

The New York Times declared the rhetoric a “stupendously 
tactless disinformation campaign,” and said the case against 
Vietnam was “brutally rigged by American fishing and political 
Nguyen Van Kich, vice president of the Vietnam 
Association of Seafood Exporters and Producers, can only shrug. 
“The US claims that they have fair legal systems,” he says. 

“But when applied, they impose their will on others.” 

















interests. 











In a nation where the poor and old cannot 
afford health care, where the economy is 
falling apart, where 15 percent of people 
live below the poverty line, where 
hundreds of thousands are homeless, 

and where the entire mass media system 

is owned by only six mega-media 


SECOND-HAND GLANCE 


conglomerates; in a nation with the 
world's highest crime rate and world's 
largest prison population; in a nation 
where half of all marriages end in divorce, 
where a5 percent of kids under 12 live in 
poverty, and where the gulf between the 
rich and poor is growing everyday; in a 
nation that supports dictatorships in 
Saudi Arabia, Egypt and Turkey; in a 
nation where the government is plagued 
by corruption and fascism and 4o percent 
of the homeless are veterans; in a nation 
with one of the world's highest teen 
suicide and stress rates ~ you're telling 
me our biggest problems are terrorism 
and drugs? 

COREY CANANZA 

Dallas, Texas 


Like most pseudo-intellectuals, I usually 
spurn the magazine rack to peruse the 
aisles of Nietzsche, Joyce and Sartre, 
thinking that current events, while 
horrible to look at on CNN, do not affect 
me personally. Something did happen to. 
me, though. It wasn'tany physical harm, 
nor an emotional harm; in fact, it was the 
opposite: I could not be harmed. I was 
invulnerable to everything, be it the 
massacre of Afghans or the desperate 
pleadings of a girlfriend. I was the 
Nietzschean superman, impenetrable, 
facilitating myself through the 
manipulation of others, strong in my false 
morals and lacking in any real feeling. 
After realizing that I couldn't hold a job, 
keep friends or pay my bar tab, I took a 
long, hard look at myself. I realized then 
that I was a slave, driven by some 
pretentious image of myself. In my mind. 
Iwas a hard-boozing, hard-nosed poet, 
a Hemingway, a connoisseur of women, 
wine and writing. In reality I was like 


some character in Kafka, bleeding 
everything around me, draining 
everyone's emotional wells as I threw my 
introverted tantrums. This was existence 
in the purest sense? I was still bonded by 
capitalism, consumerism and television 
Instead of the Gap I wore five-dollar work 


shirts, but that still meant I belonged 
to something, that still meant I was 
carrying some kind of flag instead of my 
own banner. But what can you do? 
Consumerism is bred into us. We have to 
run to the hills and forget this reality ever 
existed, but that’s not fighting for the 
cause, whatever that may be. For once I 
do not have the answers and all my books 
and articles are obsolete, because it isn't a 
war of words, or even of beliefs. Itis a war 
of individuality, and we are all enlisted. 
ERIK HOFMANN 
Edmonton, Alberta 


I read the other day about a debate 
berween George Orwell and Aldous 
Huxley. Orwell argued that the US was 
developing a “tyranny of fear” while 
Huxley believed people of the future 
would be captivated by a “tyranny of 
pleasure.” What I witness in the US media 
today is a combination of the two. Are 
people afraid to stand up and oppose 
injustice, or are we too comfortable in 
our own excesses? 
RETTA 
Victoria, British Columbia 


I spend every waking hour of every 
single day obsessing about my body and 
dreaming of the time when I weighed 8o 
pounds. I miss gazing in the mirror for 
hours, counting every bone and rubbing 
each one to make sure it is real. I miss the 
aches and pains caused by hours of 
calisthenics on the hard floor of my 
bedroom. I miss the constant thoughts 
ofall the food I wished I could eat when 
Iwas afraid even to touch the packages 
that they came in. I miss running to weigh 
myself the moment after swallowing 
anything, to make sure I was not a pound 


heavier than my morning weight. I miss 
not being able to walk more than a few 
minutes before my heart would begin to 
palpitate, my breath become short and my 
vision grow blurry. I miss fooling people 
into thinking that I was eating when I was 
spitting my food out into a napkin. I miss 
the smell of that 
rotting food 
stashed all over my 
room. 
I miss wearing sweatshirts and sweatpants 
in 95-degree weather. I miss having, 
insomnia and night sweats and cold chills. 
I miss drinking formula Гог babies so that 
I wouldn't die before being admitted to an 
inpatient hospital. I miss being locked in 
a psychiatric ward where my urine was 
examined every time I used the restroom, 
where I was force-fed cold Swedish 
meatballs and pork loin surrounded by 
an inch of fat, where I was wakened every 
morning at six a.m. to be weighed and the 
high of the day was not sobbing while 
Late my cottage cheese and fruit plate. 
I miss “outside time" at the hospital, 
where everyone above a certain body-fat 
percentage was allowed to sit on the front 
steps, where college students walking by 
would laugh and point and stare. I miss 
anorexia’s tight grip around my throat. 
After reading your magazine, Lam 
reminded that starving yourself to be 
beautiful, to be thin, is not something to 
be missed. You tell it exactly how itis. Be 
who you are, not who you wish you could 
be. The best anorexic is a dead one. 
CAITLIN MCCAFFERTY 
Macedonia, Ohio 


Dear God, please don’t let me lose my 
aspirations and my soul in pursuit of the 
American Dream. Don’t let me sell myself 
and my ideals to the Moral Majority. 
Please don’t let me wake up one day with 
three kids in a mostly white neighborhood 
in Suburbia, usa, driving a minivan to and 
from parent-teacher meetings and soccer 
games, and realize that my life has been 
summed up in the offspring I’ve borne for 
my accountant husband. Don't let me 
become enamored of celebrities and their 
fickle fame and their knobby collarbones 
and their 48-Hour Guaranteed Weight 





Loss Drinks. Don’t let me wake up 

one day and realize that Гуе become a 
warmongering, mindlessly obedient, 
commercial whore who doesn't thin 
about crc emissions, or oil spills, or 
sweatshops, or munitions factories, 

or the rainforest being destroyed for 
domesticated animals and the paper that 


we throw away. Please don’t let me 
become completely desensitized. Forgive 
us our sins and grant us the wisdom to see 
the truth. And Lord, please remember not 
to let me wake up one day and realize that 
Thate myself. 
MAKENZI HENTON 
Mandeville, Louisiana 








Fully posable President George W. Bush 
action figure recreates the Commander-In- 
Chief's historic landing on the deck of the USS 
Abraham Lincoln to declare an end to Gulf 
War Il. features authentic gear and realistic 
head sculpt. 


$39.99 
Blue Box Toys, Hong Kong 
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Source: Newsweek, July 21, 2003 


THE US SPENDS AS MUCH ON DEFENSE AS THE 
20 NEXT TOP-SPENDING NATIONS COMBINED. 
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BERLIN WALL: 96 miles long (155 km); average height 12 feet (3.6 m) 
ISRAEL'S WALL: projected length 403 miles (650 km); max. height 25 feet (8 m) 
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“[Palestinians] are like a cancer. There are all sorts of solutions 
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{It sounded like a good idea at the time: stop Palestinian suicide bombers from entering Israel by ere 
"barrier along the pre-1967 border — known as the Green Line - between Israel and the West Bank. Only Israel's 
ALG >y» * 7 militant settlers protested, fearing that the barrier would set de facto borders (Israel has never legally defined its 
borders) and leave their settlements stranded in an eventual Palestinian state. But under Israeli prime minister 
Ariel Sharon, the barrier was not built along the Green Line. Rather, it juts deeply into the West Bank, cutting 
42 © Zoff Palestinian population centers from their agricultural land , schools, medical facilities and e 
pone another, while annexing Jewish settlements to the “Israel 


НИКО ar — rg тыш 
L DETA ERE 
The word ‘fence’ is соо paltry tod ibe the matter,” writes journalist Meron Rappaport in the Israeli daily 
TS Yediot Ahronot. “On the eastern side, the Palestinian side, there is barbed wire, then a deep ditch, then a dirt 
SS road, then the fence itself, eight meters high, and then another dirt road, then an asphalt road (‘wide 
Ja tank,’ the Defense Ministry explains to me later), and then more barbed wire. You have to be almost 

"C think that somebody uprooted mountains, leveled hills and poured billions [of dollars] here in order to build 
x some temporary security barrier ‘until the permanent borders are decided." 
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he barrier, predicted to costa total of $1.5 billion, is the biggest change to the region's political map since 
israel began occupying the West Bank and Gaza in 1967. A World Bank report estimates that more than 
В. 200,000 Palestinians will be directly affected by the “first phase” of the barrier (which will eventually extend 
650 kilometers) and warns of economic and social catastrophe. For a population that relies increasingly on 

agriculture- particularly since Israel revoked most Palestinian work permits following the outbreak of the 
urrent Palestinian uprising in 2000 - tens of thousands of farmers are finding themselves on one side of the 
barrier and their farmland on the other. In the village of Ma’asha, 1,375 of the 1,500 acres of farmland owned 
by the villagers will be beyond the wall, The situation is particularly dire for the thousands of families that find 
themselves in between the 1967 Green Line and the new wall, cut off from the rest of Palestinian society. 
[According to the United Nations Development Program, direct damage from the barrier construction’s first 
[phase includes the destruction of 83,000 olive and other fruit trees, 1 50 acres of irrigated land (including 
greenhouses), 57 kilometers of water networks and 15 kilometers of agricultural roads. In addition, the UN 
report states, 238 square kilometers of prime Palestinian land are being isolated between the barrier and the 
[Green Line. This is the West Bank agricultural belt, the primary food source for the Palestinian population. 
It is the oldest tactic of war: attrition by starvation. 








he Israeli wall emulates a model first tested in the Gaza Strip. In the 9905, Ist el enclosed the tiny strip 
lof land, home to 1.2 million Palestinians, with an electronic fence mounted with armed guard towers and 


, the fenci 
s of 60 percent (they 
pread malnutrition, divided families and an increasing reliance on Islamic charities. Prime agricultural 

lands and aquifers have been seized for use by the 5,000 Israeli settlers who live inside fenced compounds along, 
(Не Gaza coastline, and by the Israeli army, whose mission it is to guard the settlements. For Isra 
has been a resounding success: not a single suicide bomber has come from Gaza in the last thre 
fighting. Few question the legality of holding more than a million people, half of them children, in the world’s 
largest prison camp. 


he Palestinian village of Qalgilya is encircled by walls and fences, with a single entry point controlled by 
Israeli troops. “The result for Qalqilya,” writes Ethan Brommer in th ‘ork Times, 
there is no other word for it- a ghetto, a term with chilling resonance for Jews whose forbears were restricted 
to such areas across Europe not many gen о.” An American corporation is one of the contractors 
ion (pronounced “de ),a New York 
Sing. 





^п Isracli officer, speaking to the Israeli daily newspaper Ma’ariv: “If our job is to seize a densely packed 
efugee camp or take over the Nablus casbah, and if this job is given to an officer to carry out without casualties 
on both sides, he must before all else together the lessons of past battles, even -shocking 

n army operated in the Warsaw ghetto. 
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hough this might appear — to analyze how the Germ 
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"Eventually we will have to thin out the number of 


So — ia 
he leader of the Palestinian village of a-Ras owns 30 acres of olive 
han 27 of those acres are now on the Israeli side of the barrie 

ge leader told Israeli journalist Meron Rappaport. “We asked the commander if we could go to our 


s, no, I don’t know. Now we sneak over to our land like smugglers. Sometimes they shoot 
at us, sometimes we manage to get there, Our olives have dried up. 
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p olive trees, some said to date back to the time of Fr hav 


pass them down to their children in their wills. Bi 
uproot 


ie) 
nd almond trees with his brother. More 
Soldiers came, and didn’t let us approach, 


a sacred value to native Palestinians, who 


ad and olive oil are staples of the Palestinian diet, and the # 
бы 
ng of tens of thousands of olive trees Бу more than тоо bulldozers currently razing a path for the 


[7o-meter-wide barrier has caused untold misery. But some of the g 
the villas and parks of wealthy Israelis. The story emerged when two Israeli journalists for Yediot Ahronot 
reported being offered 100 trees for sale. They later discovered a 600-year-old olive tree selling for $5,500 at 
an Israeli nurser 


rled trees have found new homes in 
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Palestinians living in the territories.” ИШ Ё FR 
а ia С пий 


— EITAN BEN ELIAHU, FORMER ISRAELI AIR FORCE COMMANDER, 2002 


ere EB a 


The land that is today Israel and Palestine was once in the hands of the Ottoman empire. Under Ottoman | 


land that lay fallow for three years reverted to the sultan’s ownership. Israel, which considers itself the sul 
successor, has invoked this law to claim most of the West Bank as “state land” for Jewish-only settlement. 
alestinians believe that if the barrier prevents them from accessing their land for three years, they will never 

As Meron Rappaport writes, “The only thing left the Palestinians is to live in huge pens and to work 














So what is the end game? It adds up to a plan that Ariel Sharon has been carrying around for зо year 
According to Ha'aretz newspaper, he called it the “Bantustan plan” in a conversation with a former Italian 
prime minister. Palestinian residents of the West Bank will be isolated into three disconnected enclaves, much 
the way apartheid South Africa organized blacks into the short-lived Bantustans, or homelands. According to 
Meron Benvinisti, Jerusalem's former deputy mayor, “What’s being proposed is a regime of ethnic cantons | 
I unit comparable to the old South Africa, in which the connection between land and 
¡onalism is only safeguarded for the dominant Jewish nationality . . . with the army making sure the human 


s remain in their closed camps.” L1 и 
ШЕНЕ] | 1 { IE Hi 
” | 44 i $ f d Lil 
The time for a two-state solution has passed. Too much land has been seized, and continues to be seized, 
fora viable Palestinian state to emerge alongside Israel, particularly one surrounded by razor wire, trenches, 
cement walls, electronic fences and an armed militia. Only two possible solutions appear to remain. The first. 
is wholesale ethnic cleansing. The recent decision to deny Israeli residency and citizenship to Palestinians who 
marry Israelis, and to revoke residency for their children once they reach age 12, is a desperate salvo in the 
“demographic war" — the fear that the growing Arab population will eventually make Jews a minority in the 
region. The alternative, according to an increasing number of progressive thinkers, is a bi-national state: one | 
nation for two peoples. “I seize on this faint hope that maybe, after all, something shared will evolve here,” 
says Meron Benvenisti. “That maybe, despite everything, we will learn to live together. Maybe we will come 
to understand that the Other is not demonic, that he, too, is part of this place. Like these cypresses. Like these 
bustanim, these fruit gardens. What the land brings forth.” | 
Í Kitty Clark 
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PALESTINIAN REFUGEES HAVE DEVELOPED A have led back to Palestine. The Palestinians live 
condition that can be described as an indefinitely | in a Handalian state. Handala may have kept 
| Î | temporary existence. It is a condition of waiting, | his physical shell intact, but what about all that 
feeling that life is on hold; a state of paralysis, of | he has seen? The Palestinians continue to 
always holding out for the next turn of events. _ internalize the damaging effects of shelling, 
Inthe words of Mohammed Ali Khalidi, an (social strangulation, destruction of property 
American University of Beirut professor, itisa | and land, dehumanization and the inability to 
А “constant attrition, like a process of bleeding." | move freely. Most of the time the damage is 
When Palestinian farmers were forced to leave done by the Israeli military, and sometimes, as 
their towns and villages in 1948, they were told [LJ al-Ali never failed to remind the world, it is at 
that it was temporary, that they would be able to све hands of Arab nations such as Lebanon. 
go back in a couple of days, a week, a few weeks. |) The psychological image of Handala begins to 
As they walked barefoot, slept under olive trees, |) look like a near-severed body with stagnant 
Я surviving on the kindness of family members blood. He holds on dearly to the few things that 
elsewhere and strangers along the road, they — | im one can take from him: his soul, the soul of 
I] unknowingly became refugees. Many of these | resistance, and his humanity. 
Palestinian farmers, their children and | | “That child was like a splash of fresh water 
grandchildren are still refugees. They live in | Jon my forehead, bringing me to attention and 
refugee camps in the occupied territories and in keeping me from error and loss,” al-Ali wrote. 
| neighboring countries. They do what refugees | “He was the arrow of the compass pointing 
Í do in a thousand places around the world: they _ steadily towards Palestine. Not just Palestine 
wait. They've been waiting for 55 years. “їп geographical terms, but Palestine in its 
Naji al-Ali was a boy of ro when he walked | humanitarian sense - the symbol of a just cause, 
with his family from his village of al-Shajara to | whether it is located in Egypt, Vietnam ог 
what became known as Ein al-Hilweh refugee | South Africa.” 
camp in southern Lebanon. In his drawings, Al-Ali was assassinated in London in 1987. 
al-Ali gave birth to an icon, *a symbol of © Using very few words, he had made many 
bitterness” а ro-year-old boy named Handala enemies; his cartoons were perceived as a 
(also spelled Hanthala), with a hedgehog hank f threat in both Arab and Israeli circles, and his 
of hair. Handala, with his back turned to the murder was never solved. Al-Ali had chosen 
world, the eternal spectator, became the 1] to express himself through the “language of 
signature in each of al-Ali’s famous political sorrow” that he had seen in his mother’s and 
artoons. “Handala is not a fat, spoiled, father’s eyes. It was the language of the refugee 
| comfortable child,” wrote al-Ali, “heis bare- camp, and itis a language that continues to live 
Î footed like the other bare feet from the refuge Lon through Handala. 
ind despite his looks he has a pure J| He shows up on t-shirts and posters, in books 
heart with a conscience that smells like musk and exhibitions, on websites and on signs in the 
and umber.” refugee camps. Handala was selected as the 
Handala is suspended in time; his growth has official logo of the Commission for Freedom 
been stunted; he is unnatural, silent, his hands and Justice Through Humour, an affiliate of 
clasped behind his back in dejection. He has | uNEsco. One group of young Pales 
© been abandoned by the cocooned Arabs, and his | established the Hanthala Palestine network, А 
cries for help do not stir the world community. || focusing on the violation of human rights in 
He stands alone. He is both the witness and Palestine. Another group, the Handala Project, Ў 
survivor of his own tragedy is dedicated to art and activism, and to keeping E 
“Handala was born at the age of ro and will | | Handala alive in the moment. He has become a ERE 
always remain то – ће rules of nature do not [symbol larger than death, fulfilling the prophecy Mila 
apply to him,” al-Ali said. “He isan exception, "of his creator. TIN 
and things will only be natural in his case when | “Handala, who created, will notend after EA М 
he returns to Palestine.” U my end," al-Ali had declared. “I will continue to 
The Palestinian condition, the body of Pp live with Handala, even after I die.” 
Handala, does not change, even as the world Refga Abu Remaileh 
around it changes, because none ofthe changes 



































к 


| 





A | | | DFO 
M Jd. “ч 


LES ONY TONG SVM SIHL NOW повмногнути. 














































As in so many cities brought under the Supremacy, Baghdad's 
American sector had become a favored site for architectural 
extravagance, Nothing inspires the architect more than empty 
urban space, even if it has been cleared by shot and shell. Though 
rarely open to public view, the proconsular palace in which I sat 
cooling my heels - the famed centerpiece of the luxurious official 
compound - has long been recognized as one of the masterpieces 
of the neo-Abbasid style. The genius of its design lies in the way it 
manages to infuse the fortified isolation required by security with 
an atmosphere of aristocratic seclusion, Walls there may be and 
gun turrets at every corner, but neither mar the civilized calm of 
the ambience. 

Isettled back into the quiet of late afternoon. Outside the 
midsummer heat lingered, but the gently chilled air of this lavish 
interior remained as deliciously refreshing as a Riviera resort. 
This was my first opportunity to uncoil after several hectic weeks 
arranging my departure from New Persia, a nation still sadly 
torn by chronic insurrection, In contrast, the relative peace of 
our country’s oldest Middle Eastern protégé came as blessing. 
Arriving that morning at Franks Field, I discovered that my 
escort consisted of no more than two Marines in an open touring 
cara greeting of surprising nonchalance. The peaceful 
normality of the streets and squares we passed through on our 
way to the city seemed too good to be true. I hardly expected 
such serenity to last once I was on the job, but for the moment, 
Tindulged myself in a privileged vision, watching the sunlight 
steal across the magnificent hanging gardens that crown the 
encircling arcade. Like its ancient original, this botanical 
extravaganza also qualifies as a wonder of the world - and no 
less so the celebrated titanium war memorial that dominates the 
courtyard. I pondered the 20-some-thousand names that stud 
the monument’s gleaming surface, eloquent witness to the cost 
of bringing freedom to this tormented land over the last half 





he proconsul was more than two hours late. Urgent business had taken him 
away that morning to an emergency meeting of the High Command in 
Damascus. I’d been warned that he might not return to the ministry until 
the next day. But who was I to complain if the great man kept me waiting? 
I was fortunate to have been granted a place on his schedule. And where 
better to bide my time than the most elegant residence in Baghdad? 


century. Mercifully few for so longa struggle, yet enough to 
wrench the heart. 

“May I bring you something more?” a voice asked. Clearly, 
the proconsul had left instructions that I was to be well cared for 
in his absence. The woman at my side, a dark beauty whose 
brightly colored hijab left not only her face fully uncovered but 
a daring amount of hairline as well, was holding forth a plate of 
local delicacies. As I reached to take a pomegranate cake, the first 
strains of the call to prayer sounded over the city. I checked my 
watch. Four o'clock. From minarets on all sides the familiar wail 
of the muezzin floated across the rooftops. Since my first posting, 
in the Middle East, I have always found this a sweet and soothing 
finale to the working day. Only those who have lived amid the 
daily rhythm of the Muslim world can fully appreciate how 
gracefully this society, despite its many sorrows and 
humiliations, succeeds in blending the temporal with the eternal. 
It remains a paradox to me how a culture so beholden to a 
warlike faith can achieve such moments of transcendent repose. 

Adban had no sooner begun than а gleaming white limousine 
drew up under the window where I waited. A chauffeur moved 
smartly to open the rear door and snap to attention. The insignia 
on the door denoted the proconsular service, but to my surprise, 
there emerged from the car, not the uniformed soldier I expected 
to see, buta figure in immaculate white: a Panama hat and a linen 
suit as unrumpled as if it had just been put on. There was an 
almost angelic radiance about the man, an aura of charismatic 
authority. He came to the front steps of the palace, paused as a 
cloud of prayer soared aloft, then bowed briefly in the direction 
of Mecca. It was not until he shielded his sight from the 
afternoon sun and glanced toward my window that I glimpsed 
the patched eye and knew it was the proconsul. The last time 
Imet him, he hadn't yet suffered the loss that was now his most 
striking feature. He studied me with the riveting stare of a 
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one-eyed man, then waved and made his way briskly up the front 
stairs into the lobby. 1 rose eagerly to greet him. 

“Ah, Timothy,” he said in a hushed tone, taking my hand 
firmly in his own. "So sorry to keep you waiting. Couldn't be 
helped. One of those plaguing border disputes.” Before I could 
speak, he put his finger to his lips and escorted me on toa 
balcony that overlooked a small courtyard. I glanced down to 
see several of the ministry's staff теп to one side, women to 
the other - abasing themselves, foreheads touching the earth in 
reverent surrender. We watched in silence until the chanting that 
hovered over the scene faded and the worshippers had risen. 
“It's a recent concession,” the proconsul explained. “One of my 
more controversial initiatives. When I arrived to take over the 
ministry, we employed no practicing Mussies. Understandably 
so. But I made it known from my first day that I intended to ге 
the constraints upon salat at the earliest possible date. And why 
not? It’s been six years since the last uprising, How much longer 
could we continue to regard the simple act of prayer asa 
threatening political act?” 

As we turned to head for his office, I remarked on his garb. 
T'd never seen him in person or in a photo without his swagger 
stick and a pistol on his hip. Now, only the discreet row of five 
linked stars, barely visible on his lapel, indicated military rank. 
“Have you retired your beret and boots?” Tasked. 














“A recent policy decision,” he replied. “The time for civilian 
authority in Babylonia is long overdue. When school children 
here are asked to draw Americans, they put helmets on our heads 
and guns in our hands. They need to learn that we came in peace 
and we stay in peace. After all, the fruits of the Supremacy are 


theirs, not ours.” He ushered me into his office and shut the door, 


‘The magnificent Ottoman tapestries that covered the walls 
dampened our voices and cushioned us from the outside world. 
‘The room, spacious and tastefully furnished, was richly adorned 
with a selection of antiquities - Turkish, Egyptian, Persian - that 
any museum in the world would covet. At last, feeling free to 
offer an appropriate greeting, the proconsul took me by the 
shoulders. “Гус waited so long for this meeting, Tim,” he said, 
and hugged me close. 

Га been anticipating this moment for months, disciplining 
myself to think of the man before me simply and impersonally 
as “the proconsul,” my commanding officer and administrative 
superior, nothing more. But there was no mistaking the 
avuncular warmth of his embrace. Still I wondered if I dare 
address him as “Uncle Steve." I had met him only three times 
before in my life, at the ages of seven, 12 and 14. [remembered 
each occasion vividly. “A diplomatic fireman,” was the homely 
description he once gave himself, a man always on call to face 
difficulty and danger —an alliance to be mended here, a military 
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incursion to be hurriedly organized there, secret agreements to be 
negotiated in half a dozen Middle Eastern capitals. Although he 
was now in his late sixties, only a few symptoms of age showed 
through his rugged frame. There was just the slightest hint of 
stiffness in his bearing, his hair and moustache were graying, his 
leather-tan face was deeply creased, but in my eyes he rem 
every inch the exotic soldier-statesman, still encompassed by an 
air of mystery and adventure. No change of costume could make 
him less than the legendary figure I remembered from my 
boyhood, our family’s own Lawrence of Arabia, a regal bird 

of passage who seemed always to be on some confidential 
assignment that would take him to faraway places to deal with 
crises that might never be reported to the world. 

Did he know, I wondered, how his example had shaped my 
life? It has become a commonplace observation that, in the 
course of the 21st century, warriors of the Supremacy have taken 
the place formerly held by cowboys and comic-book supermen 
in the fantasies of American boys. More so even than my father, 
Uncle Steve taught me the meaning of courage and duty. Without 
once trying to recruit me to follow in his footsteps, he had 
nevertheless persuaded me to devote my life to the Service. Still 
T knew I must tread cautiously. “Uncle Steve, I can't tell you 
how-" I began. 

With a curt wave of his hand he let me know that the sentiment. 
need not be put into words. “But,” he warned, “I must ask you 
to drop the ‘uncle.’ The Service has seen far too much nepotism. 
‘Sir’ will have to do.” 1 of course agreed. “And how is your 
mother?” he asked as he settled in behind his desk, rapidly 
surveying the memos that lay spread there and placing them in 
order of importance. 

“She sends her fondest wishes. I saw her just two weeks ago 
as she was packing to leave Tashkent for home. She’s putting on 
a good show, but she's badly broken up.” 

“Ofcourse, Damned tragic about your father. Harry was 
a first-rate man, first-rate. Best mind we've ever had in military 
intelligence. Losing a man like that is like losing an entire air 
wing. Well, it was a dangerous posting, Tadzhikistan — а 
T'm sure he knew. Took a man like Harry to volunteer for 
assignment there.” 

“You know father. Duty before everything. Mother, of 
course, hated pulling up stakes again, the fourth time in то 
years. She and Dad had barely settled into Jakarta, or into Tunis 
before that." 

Uncle Steve shook his head sympathetically. “Jean always was 
a homebody. Marrying into the Service might not have been best 
for her. It takes a rare woman — one I've never found myself. And 
Paul?" he asked, inquiring after my younger brother. "He's still 
in school?" 

“Yes, at the Wolfowitz War College in Beirut. Top of his class. 
He graduates next year. He’s already been named for an 
assignment in Trans-Jordanian Israel. Riyadh, most likely.” 

"Excellent. Let him know that if there's anything I can do- 

a letter, perhaps.” 

"That's good of you,” I said. 

There was a tap at the door. A young woman, one of the 
secretaries who had been looking after me through the 
afternoon, entered discreetly. She carried a tray with a coffee 











server and cups. Offering a demure smile, she made her way 
soundlessly across the carpeted office and placed the tray on the 
proconsul’s desk. Like all the women I had seen in the outer 
office, she granted only a minimal concession to the native 
fashion. She wore a short, stylishly tailored bisht over slacks 
and high-heeled shoes open at the toe to reveal crimson nails. 
If was not mistaken, her lips were touched with a hint of rouge. 

When she left, Uncle Steve, as if he read my thoughts, 
remarked, “On the job, I encourage the women to make their 
own decisions about dress, especially the younger ones. 

It inspires independence, which remains in woefully short supply 
among women in this part of the world. We do all we can to 
moderate shariah. Unfortunately, the feminist elements back 
home seem unable to understand that gender is one of those 
things we have to go easy with - we've been in the region for 
barely two generations. Even so, by any fair standard, we've 
made remarkable progress. Perhaps you've heard, Baghdad is 
on track to host the Miss Muslim World contest in 2077. Our 
more militant females in the States may not think much of that, 
but you should see how the younger women here in Babylonia 
have responded. They've been quick to take advantage of as 
much personal freedom as they can.” 

Hearing me utter a deep sigh, he raised an inquisitive eyebrow. 
“Not that I've ever mentioned it publicly," I explained, “but I 
sometimes think the rising generation of Muslim women fails to 
appreciate how much the traditional fashion contributed to their 
feminine mystery.” 

Uncle Steve chuckled under his breath. “I concur, my boy. 

My first posting, just after the Third Afghan War, was in the 
United Pashtoon Emirates, where the warlords wouldn’t budge 
an inch from the old ways. And what choice did we have but to 
work with the buggers? Asa result, imagined that every native 
woman I saw was an irresistible beauty under her burga. On the 
other hand, Гус found that removing the veil has its utility. It’s 
easier to count noses, as I like to put it. Uncovered female noses 
are a more reliable barometer of public approval than any 
opinion poll. But when you see those veils go back up, beware. 
There’s trouble brewing for sure.” 

He asked if I cared for coffee. I thanked him and he proceeded 
to pour. “I never heard how your father met his end.” He offered 
the remark casually, as if he had no desire to press me on what 
might still bea painful subject. 

“Murdered by one of his advisors,” I said as coolly as I could. 
“Knifed in the back.” I looked him straight in the eye, doing my 
best not to appear squeamish, but there was an obvious catch in 
my voice. “A Pakistani aide, an utterly trusted subordinate. 

The man had been with Dad for 11 years.” 

Uncle Steve nodded despairingly. “Holy stealth. That's what 
the malefactors call it. Fiendish strategy. It's cost us a dozen good 
men. Win a man's trust, move in close, wait for the right 
moment, then strike. And sad to say, all too typical of Middle 
Eastern culture.” 

He gave a smart clap of his hands. “But this is hardly a time to 
be downhearted. As you might expect, I'll be fantastically 
preoccupied this week. Major celebrations in at least a dozen 
cities. Don't be surprised if I sweep you off your feet with work." 

“Not at all,” I answered. “I feel privileged to be part of a 









































moment in history.” Friday of that week would mark the 
completion of nearly 10,000 miles of eight-lane superhighway, 
a commercial and military artery that would link every major 
oilfield and principal city from Gibraltar to Baku a magnificent 
modern version of the ancient Silk Road. “I've heard there are 
those who think the highway should be named after you.” 

Uncle Steve waved the remark aside. “Nonsense. Too many 
Americans bled and died го liberate this land for any one person 
to take credit." 

“But ГЇЇ bet we have you to thank for acquiring at least 50 
percent of the land that’s been paved into the road." 

He chuckled. *As a matter of fact, it does seem I had 
something to do with acquiring roughly 74 percent of the 
mileage. Somebody at Service Headquarters made the 
calculation. I was honestly surprised. But ГП settle for a little 
private celebration. And why not begin now, what do you say?" 
Placing his finger across his lips, he made a great show of 
tiptoeing across his office to a cupboard built into his bookcase. 
He opened it to reveal an alcoholic treasure trove. “We try to be 
tactful with our teetotal Mussy friends, though you'd be 
surprised how easily they can be corrupted by good Scotch - 
at least behind closed doors. Name your poison, my boy.” 

I chose gin and bitters. "Let's see,” he mused as he poured 
himself four fingers of Johnny Walker. “The last time we met — 
it was Algiers, wasn't it?” 

"That's right. My middle-school graduation. Dad was in 
charge of Counter-Terrorist Operations in the North African 
provinces. You were passing through on your way to” 

“Ah, yes. Somalia. I have reason to remember it well.” He 
tapped the patch that covered his left eye. He had suffered this 
cruel loss commanding the final Wahabi war, a fierce sweep 
across the wilds of East Africa and the hellish wastes of the 
Najran where the last of the militant mullahs and their henchmen 
had held out for over 30 years. Remembered as Operation 
Righteous Wind, this was the campaign that made him the most 
feared and hated defender of the Supremacy, “the Cyclops of 
the Desert.” 

As we talked, he idly flipped through my dossier on his desk. 
“Forgive me. I should have read through this, but frankly your 
name on the cover was all I needed to make my choice. I see you 
attended the Harvard campus in Tripoli.” 

“And then Hebrew University for my post-doc work. Semitic 
languages.” 

“And you're fluentin... 2” 

“Arabic and Hebrew. Lof course picked up Farsi in Tehran. 

I can also hold my own in oilfield Russian and a few northern 
mountain dialects. And a smattering of schoolyard Berber left 
over from my childhood in the Maghreb.” 

Uncle Steve gave me a sly smile. *Nujreb "е allorsa sha- 
татти?” 

He had chosen Tamazight, the only Berber dialect I knew. 
But in asking if had a girlfriend, was he testing my language 
skills or assessing my social life? “Sjinshan allorsa nemi 
m'graddi," Lanswered, letting him know, with what I hoped was 
just the right hint of Spartan contempt, that I had no time for 
such pleasures. It seemed to be the response he wanted. 

“Excellent,” he answered. “And you’ve been stationed in 











Tehran for... how long?” 

“From "60 to '62. The proconsul there brought me in after 
the last uprising, Desk work mainly." 

“And before that?" 

“Kirkuk = the Kurdish Patriotic Free State. But you won't find 
that in the dossier.” 

“Ah! A bit of cloak and dagger, was it?” 

“A tricky assignment. You know how the Turks panicked 
after we allowed the peshmerga to annex Istanbul.” 

“Lord, what chaos!” Uncle Steve agreed. Had to close our 
entire northern frontier. If we hadn’t re-established the Assyrian 
monarchy asa buffer, we would've been overwhelmed. It was 
a slapdash solution, but it did let us give the Armenians a good 
drubbing, for which the Turks might've shown some thanks.” 

“In any case," I went on, “I was part of the team that worked 
out new land laws for the occupied territories. We finally 
persuaded the Kurdish hard-liners to grant the Turks a few port 
towns along the Aegean coast, but frankly, it doesn’t look 
promising. If we pulled our forces out tomorrow, there'd be 
millions massacred throughout Anatolia the next day. Inever 
realized hostilities could be so deeply rooted. There's simply 
no willingness to forget and forgive." 

Uncle Steve sighed. "These people are the prisoners of their 
history. Absolutely no faith in the future, It's the way of the 
nomad. Always follow in your ancestors’ tracks, never deviate 
to left or right or you won't find the oasis. Гус come to believe 
that's the main contribution the Christian heritage might bring 
to this region: faith in the future, a healthy, forward-looking, 
born-again vision. Pick yourself up, dust yourself off, start all 
over again." 

“But when I think of the years of careful planning that went 
into our ‘Dominoes of Democracy’ policy for the client states... 
well, what does it take to convince them that we're here to serve 
their interests?” 

The proconsul rubbed at his brow. “So it goes, so it goes. 

The dilemmas of imperium. We arm them, we fight them, we 
defeat them, we rearm them. Permanent alliances are a mirage. 
But I do believe you'll find things here a bit more manageable. 
Babylonia has been prospering nicely, thanks to generous 
investment. That, along with vigorous pacification, has clearly 
deprived the malefactors of their rank-and-file support. Pd 

say we've got 60-percent control over 75 percent of the region. 

If the rest of the Supremacy could do as well, we might be able to 
reinstate the hajj.” An expression of nostalgic pleasure came over 
his face. “How wonderful it would be to witness it once more: 
Muslims in the streets of Mecca again, the barbed wire down, the 
troops removed. I know that sounds impossibly idealistic, but it's 
my fondest dream. You've never witnessed the hajj I suppose." 

“Only on film and in pictures.” 

“Yes, of course. It would have been before your time, 
wouldn't it? I wasn’t much older than you are now when the 
pilgrimage was banned. I was lucky enough to be there two days 
before the final disaster struck, You could feel the fervor of 
devotion around you in the air all the way up to that last hideous 
moment. It was electric. I wouldn't want to be quoted, but I've 
never experienced such pure religious zeal in a Christian setting, 
not even among our more evangelical enthusiasts. But then... . 


my God it was a terrible sight to behold. By nightfall, the city 
was an inferno. Not that we'll ever be thanked, but it's a damned 
lucky thing we'd gone to the trouble of moving the Кааба out of 
harm's way." 

“Do you think the Mussies will ever be satisfied with a 
replica?" I knew Uncle Steve regarded his role in preserving this 
holiest of Islamic idols as one of his highest achievements. 

He shook his head sadly. “Lord knows we've offered them the 
best replacement money can buy. I doubt Mohammed himself 
could tell it from the original. But the Mussies insist on the real 
article- which, of course, they're perfectly free to visit any time if 
their papers are in order. We've even arranged to provide special 
air fares to Washington.” 

“I think the Smithsonian did a magnificent job of housing it. 
Have you seen the new Halliburton wing?” 

“I was of course there for the opening. Simply gorgeous = the 
lighting, the music. They’ve given that drab old box lightness and 
sparkle. But don't expect any gratitude. I suppose we'll always 
be seen as the heavies. Please, don’t get me started.” Then, as if 
he had wearied of talking business, he asked abruptly, “Tell me, 
have you any plans for dinner?” 

“No. And to tell the truth, I’m famished.” 

“As am I. Then by all means, you must be my guest.” He 
downed his drink, murmured a word to his secretary on the 
phone, then excused himself to change clothes for the evening. 
But before he could leave the room, there was a knock at the door 
and a young man looked in. 

“Come in, come in!” Uncle Steve called out, and at once rose 
to make introductions. “Ahmad, I want you to meet Tim, our 
new Public Information Officer.” 

The young man stepped forward. “The proconsul has told me 
so much about you,” he said as he shook my hand. 

“And this is Ahmad,” Uncle Steve said. “My valet.” He 
paused over “valet,” giving the word a “shall-we-say” inflection, 
as if to hint that it was not to be taken too seriously. Ahmad was 
in his early twenties, a dark, comely youth with a spear-point 
beard and fine white teeth flashing in a constant smile. He was 
wearing native garb: a black-and-white checkered headcloth 
rakishly tilted over one eye and a maroon dishdash. He was taller 
than me and athletically built. If he had said he was Uncle Steve’s 
bodyguard, I wouldn't have been surprised. His hand on 
Ahmad's shoulder, Uncle Steve said, “I might better say he's my 
good right arm in all matters and I do mean all matters- 
professional and domestic. If I am ever to have a native successor, 
you see him standing before you.” 

“Your praise is too generous, effendi,” Ahmad said, bowing 
his head. 

“Notatall, not at all. Are you free for dinner?" Ahmad said 
he was. Turning to me, Uncle Steve asked, “If you have no 
objection?” 

“None whatever,” I said. 

“Provide for yourself,” Uncle Steve said to Ahmad, gesturing 
toward the liquor cabinet. “Ahmad is involved in some 
significant work in the area of cultural reconstruction. Do have 
him tell you about it.” He excused himself and stepped into a 
nearby room. 

Ahmad stood surveying Uncle Steve’s liquor supply, then 











poured an oversize measure of sherry into a balloon glass. 
“Eighty lashes well laid on,” I remarked with a teasing grin. 

Ahmad smiled back. “Actually, by the time the Saudis fell 
from power, the punishment for consuming alcohol had reached 
160 strokes. A sign of desperation. By then the entire region 
was awash in booze. To your health.” We raised our glasses. 
“The proconsul has shown me your curriculum vitae,” he went 
on. “Itis most impressive. Гат from Kirkuk, where you served. 
You were there during some nasty business.” 

“I think of it as my baptism by fire,” Lanswered. “Do you 
have family there?” 

“Once, and for many generations, but no longer. It would not 
be prudent, My background makes me unwelcome wherever the 
malefactors still command a following, as they do in the northern 
cities. Their members are few, but it takes only one bullet.” 

He shrugged. “My life, if wish to have one, is here, behind these 
walls where I can enjoy the proconsul’s protection.” 

“And what is this hazardous background of yours?" I asked. 

Ahmad eased himself into a chair. “The proconsul likes to 
say that no Muslim has better credentials than myself. My 
grandfather was second in command of the old Iraqi Republican 
Guard when our people were liberated during the Second Gulf 
War. He saw which way the wind was blowing and defected to 
the American side just as the city was surrendered. That won 
hima key role in setting up the occupation.” 

“No wonder you had to flee for cover.” 

Ahmad laughed. “Oh, it gets worse. 1 assume you have heard 
of Abdel-Salam El Saadawi.” 

“Ofcourse,” I said. "He's usually regarded as the most 
important Islamic thinker since al-Ghazali.” 

“Exactly right. And how would you describe El Saadawi's 
achievement?” 

“The textbook answer would be that he succeeded in 
subordinating the Koran to the Bible, According to El Saadawi, 
where the two disagree, the Bible, especially the New Testament, 
must always take precedence.” 

“Which is, of course, the orthodox position taught today 
throughout the Supremacy.” He paused dramatically. 
“Abdel-Salam El Saadawi was my father.” 

It took me several seconds to register his words. Here before 
me sat the son of the man who is regarded as the Muslim Martin 
Luther. “My God," I said. “It’s a wonder the malefactors haven't 
long since martyred you as they did your father.” 

"It's not for want of trying,” Ahmad replied quite casually. 
“There are still those who fail to understand that Islam 
could never have survived unless the Koran was purged of the 
supercilious claims that made our people so chauvinistic. 
Indeed, if my father could have carried his reform through to its 
conclusion, he would at last have gone to the root of the matter - 
and we still may do so.” 

“The root of the matter being ...? 

“Exclusiveness. The absurd claim that God can have only опе 
true prophet. What is this but primitive tribalism? Some of us are 
still working on this issue. It will be a long struggle, but we intend 
to prevail. Just last year, we received a generous grant from the 
Mobil Peace Foundation to encourage support for completing 
the Great Reform.” 


“And what exactly would that require?” 

“We must move with the times. Just as the consumer must be 
free to choose among products, so the worshipper must be free to 
choose among prophets. We have no idea how our counterparts 
in the Judeo-Christian community intend to meet the challenge, 
but for our part we feel we must open our hearts to a new 
ecumenical shahada.” 

*And what would that be?" 

“A simple but urgent change. A prayer for all peoples. 

‘There is one God, and Jesus, Moses and Mohammed are among 
his prophets.” 

I couldn't help but be impressed Бу the magnanimity of the 
proposal. “I'm not well-versed in theology,” I said, “but if 
you pull that off, wouldn't it amount to reforming Islam out 
of existence?” 

“Not at all. We would at last have a religion that finds total 
acceptability in the eyes of our Christian and Jewish brethren, 
posing no threat to anyone. Let us see if others can match 
our initiative.” 

When Uncle Steve returned, he was dressed much the same 
as Ahmad, a flowing robe and a red and white keffiyeh. I noticed 
at once that he had bushed his moustache and stroked some dye 
through it, transforming it into the sort of proudly masculine 
embellishment one sees throughout the region. Taken together 
with his costume and his deeply bronzed complexion, it lent him 
the air of an authentic seyyid. “By night, we all go native,” said 
Uncle Steve. “Makes it safer to move around certain parts of the 
city, Though I must admit, I've become comfortably accustomed 
to the style.” Arms spread, he turned ina slow circle. “So much 
freer.” As he turned, I noticed one more feature. At his waist, 
beneath his sash, I could see the jewelled handle of a dagger, 
the emblematic khanjar once worn by Bedouin chieftains. “Then 
I think we're ready to go,” Uncle Steve announced. “Frankly, 
Icould eat a camel. My last meal was over Wadi as Sirhan 12. 
hours ago.” 

“One of those fearful K-ration yogurt cakes—” Ahmad said 
with mock horror. 

*—and lukewarm Nescafé.” The two men laughed. “Even 
proconsuls get nothing better from the US Air Force.” 


As our limo departed the compound, two large, dark cars drew 
alongside. Our chauffeur gave them a wave and muttered 
something into a cell phone. One of the cars pulled out to lead us, 
the other trailed behind. The men in the cars — two in the first car, 
four in the second - looked like the usual hard-faced types 
assigned to accompany high-ranking personnel. I had grown so 
accustomed to their presence both in Tehran and Kirkuk that 

I thought of them as an extension of my own person, as if I had 
growna few extra arms and legs. “I usually dispense with their 
services through the day,” Uncle Steve explained, “but at night, 

a modicum of caution is in order.” As we pulled rapidly away 
from the palace, he turned to tell me his plans for the evening. 
“Pve reserved a place at Jamal’s— finest cuisine in Babylonia. 

On the way, we'll show you some of old Baghdad. Or perhaps 
Ishould say new old Baghdad. We're in the process of rebuilding 








the entire historic sector.” 

I mentioned that Richard Wallace, Uncle Steve’s opposite 
number in New Persia, was hardly so conscientious when it came 
to preserving cultural monuments. He had placed urban 
restoration on hold until the rioting cooled down. Meanwhile, 
Tehran, except for the American precinct, remained a shambles. 

Uncle Steve gave a sad chuckle. “Dick always was a Marine 
down to his fingertips. Excellent leadership qualities under fire, 
but hardly the flower of civilization. Alas, it’s a daunting task. 
These ancient towns just aren’t up to the strain of modern 
military campaigning. I don’t know who could be said to bear 
more blame, our air power or their jibadis, who have always 
insisted on hiding among the people. How surgical do they think 
we can be?” Then, leaning close to whisper at my ear as if he 
were confessing a shameful secret — or perhaps something he was 
ashamed to be ashamed of - he murmured, “God! When I think 
of the losses we've been forced to inflict, especially in those first 
decades of the Supremacy. Aleppo, Aden, Izmir - not one brick 
left standing atop another. Karachi was the worst of course in 
sheer numbers, but speaking personally, it was Samarkand that 
touched me most closely. Samarkand = did I ever tell you that it 
was while I was visiting the Tamerlane Mausoleum that I decided 
to dedicate my life to the Service? To this day, I can’t say what 
got into me.” 

Iris always a sign of progress when a city's buildings begin 
to rise higher than the construction cranes, and so it was with 
Baghdad. Eight years had gone by since I last passed through 
those streets. п then, the city had been humming with 
renewed vitality, but I could never have predicted the stunning 
result that now lay before my eyes as we sped along Ben Gurion 
Boulevard. As far as the eye could see, there was block after 
block of high-rise condos and offices punctuated by lively 
shopping malls and nightclubs. Buildings executed in the 
sweeping, free-form aerospace style were everywhere, in many 
cases carried to more daring extremes than one might see in 
midtown Manhattan. As far as I could tell, not a single of the 
more popular western franchises — women's fashions, fast food, 
sporting goods - was missing. There was also a splendid selection 
of the newer near-eastern chains: Sinbad's Seafood, Turkish 
Delight Men's Wear, Caravan Fashions, The Pharaoh's Feast. 
As we rolled through Two Georges Plaza, heart of the theater 
district, the twinkling marquees announced the latest movies 
and Broadway hits. Though I suspected the crowds were mainly 
tourists, here as elsewhere in the Arab world the sullen 
puritanism that had lain upon the pre-Supremacist period like a 
dead hand was gone, swept away and replaced by the bustle and 
gaiety of a forward-looking society. Ata word from Uncle Steve, 
our driver turned sharply to detour down a broad thoroughfare 
leading east from the plaza. The two cars carrying our security 
guards squealed as they made haste to follow. “I must take a 
moment to show you our latest addition,” Uncle Steve said, 
pointing ahead to a geyser of colored lights that framed the 
boulevard. “I call ita triumph of Mickey Mouse diplomacy.” 

“Mickey Mouse?” I asked. 

“Disney,” Uncle Steve laughed. “Or more precisely, the 
Disney conglomerate.” He nodded to left and right as our driver 
slowed to let me inspect the spectacle we were passing. 





“Aladdin’s Castle” read the blazing fluorescent sign on the left. 
Thad of course heard of Baghdad’s newest casino, the most 
sumptuous to be found east of Monaco. I had driven past it that 
morning on my way in from Franks Field, but I could hardly have 
appreciated its full grandeur in the daylight hours. Covering an 
entire city block, the complex was designed in the shape of a huge 
magic lamp. From its spout rose a coiling stream of multi-colored 
smoke on which was projected a sequence of images from 
Arabian folklore and fairy tale - harem girls, magnificent sultans, 
sword-wielding warriors, pirates, sea monsters. Towering high 
above the lamp, his widespread legs acting as an entrance way, 
stood the figure of a gigantic, grinning jinni whose resounding, 
recorded voice welcomed visitors (so I was told) in 26 languages. 
As fabulous as this consummate casino was, it paled in 
comparison to its companion facility across the street. 
Sheherazade’s Gardens was also known to me, a theme park even 
more lavish than Allah’s Paradise in Istanbul. “Took an 
enormous bite out of our oil revenues to build the place,” Uncle 
Steve said, “but it’s well worth it as an investment in cultural 
self-defense. Entertainment is our winning card with the younger 
generation. Fun and games - so much more appealing than 
anything the muftis have to offer, and no need to use an ounce 

of force. You must make a quick tour; I’m sure Ahmad can find 
time to guide you. It's perfectly secure, even for American 
tourists. We haven't had an incident in over 15 months.” 

He nodded this way and that, calling my attention to the armed 
patrols that manned every corner and the nearly invisible gun 
emplacements lining the streets. “We've been able to extend the 
curfew to midnight.” 

Our destination was located in the heart of what now ranked 
as Old Baghdad, the sector just off Cheney Square that had been 
richly endowed by its designers with narrow cobblestone streets, 
crumbling walls, quaint shops, and street bazaars. None of this 
was much older than 20 years, but the effect was done so well 
that I doubt the tourists took what they saw to be anything but 
authentic antiquities. Our restaurant, at the end ofa winding 
alley barely wide enough to accommodate our car, bore the name 
“Ali Baba’s Cave” above the entrance in flickering lights. Ahmad 
gave instructions to our driver and the guards to wait at the curb 
while he had a word with the doorman, a towering black fellow 
costumed like one of the 4о thieves. “The restaurant trade is one 
of the sad casualties of the troubles,” Uncle Steve told me as we 
waited. “When I arrived in the city, one couldn't dine out at all. 
The cafés and bistros were notorious gathering places for 
subversive elements - worse in that respect than the mosques. 
We had no choice but to close them down. Ву the time we could 
safely open them again, all the best chefs had emigrated. Jamal 
isn’t actually Iraqi; he’s Algerian from a long line of master chefs. 
A third generation Cordon Bleu graduate, as a matter of fact. 
Thad to entice him from Paris. He wasn’t cheap to persuade, 
but he’s done an excellent job of recreating traditional cooking. 
And as you'll see the decor is splendid.” 

The lounge inside was elbow to elbow with business-suited 
men and fashionably dressed ladies waiting at the bar for tables. 
But of course the proconsul had a permanent reservation. 

We were met almost at once by Jamal himself, a jaunty little 
fellow in his late forties. Despite his fez and Persian slippers, 








there was an unmistakable air of Parisian chic about the man. 
He exchanged a fond embrace with Uncle Steve and Ahmad, 

and then with me after I had been introduced. I heard Uncle Steve 
tell him, "Don't noise it around, but Tim is my nephew. Only 26 
and already sporting a stellar record in the Service.” 

Jamal, beaming with cordiality, escorted us along a winding, 
low-ceilinged corridor designed to resemble a rough-hewn cave. 
We were headed toward what I assumed was a special and well- 
guarded sanctuary at the rear of the restaurant. The lighting was 
subdued, little more than guttering candles along walls decorated 
to look like mossy rock. The atmospherics were flawless. We 
were led toa booth with heavily draped walls, the floor amply 
furnished with the finest Bukhara carpets and cushions. Over a 
low central table a bronze brazier filled the space with an 
intimate light. There was incense in the air and the dulcet sound 
of flute and strings being played in another part of the restaurant. 
For the next several minutes Jamal and Uncle Steve discussed 
dinner in a mixture of Arabic, English and French. Clearly, 
guests ofa certain status never troubled with anything as 
plebeian asa menu; they created the meal with the chef's 
personal advice. “We'll go for the suckling pig Omar Khayyam,” 
Uncle Steve announced as if there could be no question but that 
he was ordering the best in the house. 

Jamal nodded his approval, but then, clasping his hands 
prayerfully, he added, “But please, effendi, please. For the 
first course.” 

Uncle Steve gave his indulgent approval. “Yes, yes, les 
escargots Bourguignonne.” Satisfied, our host bowed his way 
out of the booth. “A matter of nostalgia,” Uncle Steve explained. 
“The man is never happy unless we include a touch of Paris.” 

As Jamal departed, a wine steward promptly appeared and there 
followed another lengthy conversation with Uncle Steve. Wines- 
mainly French - were selected. “And to begin?" the steward 
asked, taking our orders for aperitifs. Ahmad joined us, choosing 
а Kir Royale. Thanking us, the man drew a curtain across the 
entrance to our booth. We were left in snug privacy, lounging 

on silken pillows like the sultans of old. 

“I gather the rules against alcohol have been as much relaxed 
here as in New Persia,” I said. 

“Oh, yes,” Ahmad answered. “You'll have no difficulty 
ordering liquor anywhere - though the ancient prejudice lingers 
on.” He chuckled. “Just last week, I was reviled by an old 
woman ata sidewalk cafe. Ihad ordered nothing more than 
white wine, She must have quoted every relevant passage in the 
Koran. My grandmother is much the same.” 

“Ahmad isa man of his times,” Uncle Steve said. “Instead of 
hiding behind a wall of cowardly temperance, he has taken on 
the challenge of the demon drink, Who knows what 
achievements the Mussies have denied themselves by refusing 
to liberate their Dionysian impulse? It was always so very 
freakish, this prohibition against intoxicants, almost a form of 
self-censorship. As Walpole said, ‘Intoxication is often the road 
to inspiration." 

When Jamal’s excellent escargots at last arrived, I 
automatically reached for a piece of shrak and proceeded to dig 
right in, only then realizing how famished I was. But I noticed 
Uncle Steve gesturing to stop me. I waited while he and Ahmad 
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bowed their heads in prayer. I heard Uncle Steve murmur, 
“Abide with us, O Christ our Lord, for the day is far spent.” 
Then, looking up, he smiled almost apologetically. “Sorry,” 
he said, now inviting me to eat as I pleased. “It’s mandatory in 
Babylonia. All administrators in the Service 
grace before the evening meal, a concession to our born-again 
zealots back home. As you must have learned by now, the Bible- 
thumpers are the best support we have, a foundation of granite 
for the Supremacy. Quite embarrassing at times, all this nonsense 
about the Second Coming and the Rapture. But we and the 
Israelis have agreed to make every effort to be as tactful as 
possible with the Biblical people. How could we do without their 
messianic passion? It’s exactly what we've needed in dealing 
with the malefactors: fighting fire with fire.” 

“Odd, is it not,” Ahmad mused, "that a belief in the 
apocalypse should play so crucial a role in the political turmoil 
of the present?” 

“Not at all,” Uncle Steve replied. “Preparing to battle the anti- 
Christ is exactly what has made Christianity muscular — unlike 
the Mussies, who could never think bigger than the enemy in 
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the next village.” 

Our dinner was as leisurely as it 
was delicious, a superb main course 
accompanied by a gastronomic collage 
of Middle Eastern treats, each subtly 
enhanced by some hint of haute 
cuisine. In keeping with Arab 
tradition, the pace of our repast left 
ample time for conversation both light 
and serious. Uncle Steve, I discovered, 
was eager to raise a policy issue he 
wished me to address as soon as I was 
installed at my new job. “You may 
have heard that we're attracting a 
great deal of static from our clients in 
Africa – mainly the Zambians and 
Tanzanians. It’s the usual show of 
myopic carping we've come to expect 
from our more backward 
dependencies. No question but that 
pacifying the region and cleaning out 
the malefactor enclaves was 
disruptive, but since we established the 
Greater East African Security Zone, 
the standard of living has practically 
tripled, thanks to an enormous influx 
of foreign investment. It should be 
obvious that a strong dose of well- 
enforced law and order has done 
wonders for their game-park industry. 
For that matter, the Kenyan Detention 
and Surveillance Center alone 
generated a thriving national industry. 
But now the darkies feel they're 
developing a bad reputation. They 
claim all those media images of armed 
guards and barbed wire are having a 
negative impact on tourism. Lord knows we've done what we 
can to improve the situation. We made sure not a word of 
the recent Kampala prison riot leaked out. But we may need 
to do more. Perhaps we can find some way to reconfigure the 
region in the public mind so that it won't look like one big 
concentration camp.” 

I'd gotten wind of the problem before I left Tehran. “Why 
don’t we present our consolidation of eastern Africa as an 
environmental initiative? After all, it’s not as if we're using the 
area for nothing more than warehousing security risks. What 
about all the endangered flora and fauna we're preserving, 
nd at great expense to ourselves? I'd be willing to bet we're 
hunting down more poachers than convicts every year. Suppose 
we were to attach a research center or a bird sanctuary to each 
detention facility, simply to strike a more attractive balance?” 

Uncle Steve turned to Ahmad. “Didn't I tell you? Tim has 
exactly the imagination we've been needing." 

I went on. “Pd suggest a high-profile campaign that displays 
our armed forces in Greater East Africa as essentially a wildlife 
protection effort. We might start recruiting on university 









































campuses. There are thousands of young Americans looking for 
an idealistic future in the Supremacy.” 

“Give me a memo tomorrow," Uncle Steve said. “I'll start the 
ball rolling.” 


The music we had enjoyed throughout the meal drew closer 
until, ata point that seemed admirably timed, it was at last just 
outside our booth, Ahmad reached to pull back the curtain, 

and there stood three smiling musicians, one carrying а mizmar, 
another a good-sized drum. The third was the singer, a young 
boy who warbled magnificently. Together, they struck up a 
familiar, powerfully sensuous motif, music that enveloped and 
stroked the flesh with delight. As if out of a dream, a pair of belly 
dancers appeared, lovely young things, slender and sinuous, 
decked out in veils and bangles. 

Uncle Steve knew them; he leaned to whisper in my ear. 
“Uzbeks. The finest in the trade.” For the better part of an hour, 
our conversation ceased as the girls delighted us with the most 
erotic movements known to the art of dance. Their serpentine 
undulations, passing gracefully from shoulders to pelvis through 
their fine, lithe frames, induced a hypnotic trance that none of 
us even tried to resist. I recalled Napoleon’s remark when he first 
observed such dancing during his Nile campaign. “Sensual 
intoxication,” he had called it. When the girls were finished, 
Uncle Steve tossed them a small velvet sack containing their 
reward. They bowed and withdrew. 

“When I first arrived in Baghdad,” Uncle Steve told me, “these 
women had no place to perform except the worst nightclubs in 
town. The mullahs treated them like tramps. Now, of course, 
they are the major attraction in all the best spas and casinos — 
though something of the old risqué tradition survives. If you 
wish, I can arrange a private visit for you later this evening.” 

Ithanked him for the offer, but declined. Sated as I was by 
wine and food, I intended to make an early night of it. 

"I shall let you in on a little secret,” Uncle Steve said as we 
settled back in our cushions to finish the last of the baklava. 
“Can you guess what the keenest index is to the status of the 
Supremacy? I shall tell you. In vino veritas. If the Proconsul of 
Babylonia manages to remain optimistic through his first three 
drinks of an evening, that means things are as good as they get.” 
He reached to pour himself another glass of port. “This, 
however, is my fourth, if not my fifth. Time to let down my hair 
a little." It was not my place to correct his tally, but all of us were 
well beyond our third drink of the evening. Uncle Steve took a 
deep draught of port, then said, “Tim, there's trouble brewing. 
You may as well learn it sooner than later.” 

The liquor Uncle Steve had already downed left him more than 
a little woozy. His tongue was noticeably thick, his look glazed. 
T'd never seen him in this condition: his conversation was 
growing more unguarded by the moment. Rather than setting his 
remarks down to indiscretion, I preferred to assume his trust in 
me was total. He fished a few crumpled pieces of paper from the 
pocket of his robe and spread them on the carpet before me. 
They were memos marked “Top Secret Your Eyes Only.” 
Thesitated to read them until Uncle Steve urged me on. “Go on, 
go on. It won't be secret for much longer." 








I quickly scanned the memos. It wasn't hard to catch their 
drift. Essentially, they added up го а list. Yemen, Tunisia, 
Sumatra, American Sudan. All were rated as stage-three trouble 
spots in need of immediate military attention. For each a troop 
level was indicated. The numbers were jarring, For Sumatra 
alone, where the press was reporting that the recent rebellion had 
been entirely suppressed, there was an allocation of three ground 
divisions and air support hardly a minor effort. 

“Can we really cover so many bases?” I asked. 

Uncle Steve blew outan exasperated breath. “If we must, 
we must,” he said. “Obviously we're stretched to the maximum - 
from Gibraltar to the South China Sea. The thin red-white- 
and-blue line, Fortunately, we invested heavily in mobility. 

Ifit weren't for that, we'd be calling up every last reservist in the 
States. Either that or we'd be forced to turn one-third of the globe 
into a nuclear wasteland, There are places where quite frankly 
we're hanging on by our fingernails. Thanks to our people in 
media liaison, we generally manage to keep up the appearance of 
invincibility. But sometimes the facade slips, Last month we had 
to turn down the Ruskies when they asked for more help with the 
Chechens. ‘Sorry, Ivan, but we have bigger fish to fry." Even here 
in Baghdad, where we've made admirable progress, we're caught 
between the hammer and the anvil. Tribal politics, north and 
south, it never ends. We keep paying or they go after the 
pipelines, the roads, the refineries. I doubt we'll ever have done 
sending out punitive expeditions. We've invested billions in 
leadership training, but God knows if these people will ever be 
able to stand on their own two feet and do as they're told. 
Lawrence was right. ‘The Semitic mind does not lead toward 

a system of organization.” 

Iskimmed another memo, a thicket of bureaucratic jargon 
about “risk levels,” and “contingency factors,” and “negative 
impact parameters.” It came down to a very worried report 
about heavy troop losses in Oman. “Yes, that was a shocker,” 
Uncle Steve said. “I would have sworn I'd brought Oman to heel 
20 years ago.” He muttered a curse under his breath. “Talk 
about the chickens coming home. Have you seen Jim Cummings’ 
piece in the latest Foreign Affairs?” I said I hadn't. “Imperialism 
Revisited,” it’s called. Brilliant analysis. Jim goes straight to the 
heart of the matter. What was the worst diplomatic mistake of 
modern times? Answer: undermining the Brits after World War 
П. That's when the troubles began. General Charles “Chinese” 
Gordon - now there was a man who knew how to handle these 
*new-caught, sullen peoples, half devil and half child." Take "em 
in hand, show "ет who's boss. Anybody doesn't like it” he 
dropped his voice into a whisper, “Charra alaik! Meanwhile, 
keep the heathens at one another's throats. Natives against 
natives, wogs against wogs. Train ст young, reward 'em well, 
and turn "em against their own kith and kin.” He raised his glass 
to drink a toast. “To the soldiers of the King, God bless "ет. 

We should have come to their rescue back in the 19405. 
Would've saved ourselves the last 70 years of bloodshed.” 

Thad been doing some reading on the period Uncle Steve was 
discussing. “Did you know,” I asked, “that before World War II, 
the German chancellor Adolph Hitler was absolutely certain 
that if he attacked the British, they'd hand their empire over to 
the Americans?” 
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“And a damned good thing if they had,” Uncle Steve 
answered, slapping his knee. “Lock, stock and barrel. Instead, 
we gave way to a senseless fad for self-determination and 
national liberation, ready or not. And what came of that? 

The chaos of the late 20th century. A world of scrapping children 
and murderous barbarians.” He glowered as he poured out 
another round of drinks. “And all the while we had the living 
image of what was needed right under our noses, the light that 
shone in the darkness.” 

* ,, and the darkness comprehended и not,” I added, 
knowing exactly what Не had in mind. I had seen the great man's 
picture above the desk in Uncle Steve's office, the magisterial 
figure who was now widely recognized in the annals of the 
Supremacy as the nation’s first proconsul in all but name. There 
wasn’ta seminar on military governance taught anywhere that 
didn’t include a close study of his methods. Still, I was bold 
enough to express a reservation that had always troubled me. 
“But I sometimes wonder if Douglas MacArthur's approach 
would have worked in other lands where there was less deference 
to authority." 

Uncle Steve gave a dismissive snort. 








wicked little laugh. “Damned right. Oh, don’t our allies wish 
they'd paid to play when they had the chance?” 

“In fairness,” I reminded him, “the Brits did help out a bit.” 

“True, true. The Brits are always good for contributing a 
nickel or a dime, Well, they have nothing to complain about. 

We let them keep Diego Garcia, didn’t we? Most important piece 
of real estate in the Indian Ocean. And British Petroleum has had 
the chance to bid on every contract we've put out.” 

Just as the lazy Euphrates grows ever more sluggish as it wends 
its way into the Shat al Arab, so our banquet was meandering to 
a drowsy conclusion, The selection of magnificent liqueurs Jamal 
had laid before us helped make the moment more tranquil still. 
Пес Uncle Steve know how grateful I was to share his confidence. 
Nonsense,” he protested. “It’s all in the family, isn't it? IfI can’t 
count on my own flesh and blood to be discreet, then whom can I 
trust?” Rousing himself, he pulled ага bell cord that hung 
against the wall. A moment later, two female attendants entered 
to provide us with hookahs, When they had arranged the pipes 
and filled them with a generous amount of Sobranie tobacco, 
each drew a small velvet pouch from her bodice, opened it and 








“Ofcourse it would. The iron hand in 
the velvet glove. Never fails. If he could 
whip the Japanese into shape and turn 
them into a prospering market 
democracy anda loyal ally, why not 
the rest of the lot? Look what | 
men were able to do with the Germans 
after World War II. Same principle: 
plant their feet on the path and give 
them a good hard shove in the right 
direction. Conviction, that's what's 
needed. An unswerving belief in the 
righteousness of our cause." He raised 
his glass. "To General MacArthur, 
the man who showed us the wa 

“But when it comes to rescuing 
empires, why stop with the British?” 
Ahmad asked. “Why not the French 
as well? North Africa, Indochina — 
hardly to be sneezed at.” 

“Smart boy. Why not the French 
too? And the Dutch. By God, when you 
stop to think — we had it all in the palm 
of our hand back then. With a 
minimum effort, we could have had 
a rock-solid band of Christian 
capitalist colonies from Marrakech to 
Manila, from the Cape to Cairo. Now 
look. It’s all had to be done over again, 
and with damned little help from our 
so-called friends.” 

“Yes,” said Ahmad, with an 
impish gleam in his eye, “but you did 
finally get the oil, didn't you, effendi? 
All yours.” 

Uncle Steve allowed himself a 
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held it forth. “Ah,” said Uncle Steve. “The milk of paradise. 
Would you care for just a soupçon?” He fingered several grains 
of manzul into his pipe. “So soothing at the end ofa hard day.” 
He waved the fragrant blend under my nose, then guessing what 
my questioning glance meant, he answered, “The best Musa 
Qala product laced with saffron and Indian clove.” 

“We call it Proconsul’s Bliss,” Ahmad added with a wink. 
“Iris effendi's own blend.” 

“You're in the trade?” I asked Uncle Steve with obvious 
surprise. Though trafficking had become less and less shady over 
the years as its market increased, it was still, it seemed to me, 

a hazardously quasi-legal form of commerce for so prominent a 
public official. 

Uncle Steve smiled reassuringly. “Only in an advisory capacity 
and only for the more upscale firms. I consult on the pricier 
blends. A minor hobby of mine left over from my Afghan years. 
Please. Enjoy.” Along with Ahmad, I accepted a pinch of the 
mixture and soon the heady aroma of spiced opium permeated 
our ever-more-intimate alcove. 

Deeply relaxed by a surfeit of good food and fine liquor, Uncle 
Steve drifted into a pensive mood. It was a rare occasion, Ahmad 
and I sat in admiring silence as he cast his memory back across 
the years, almost as if he were rehearsing his memoirs. And what 
memoirs they would be, should they ever be permitted to reach 
print! realized that fully half the history of the Supremacy, some 
40 years of sacrifice and high adventure, was encompassed in 
this one man’s fabulous career. There was the daring Saudi 
annexation of 203 5 that raised the Stars and Stripes above 
Mecca and placed the world’s richest oil fields under reliable 
corporate control. There was the astonishingly swift and 
immaculate campaign of 204 1 = still remembered as the 
Bloodless Crusade - that crushed a chronically insurgent 
Pakistan in just four days without the loss of a single American 
life, There was the long, savage struggle to subdue the untamed 
tribal areas on the Afghan border, an effort that finally delivered 
the coup de grace to Al Qaeda. There were, as well, glowing 
diplomatic triumphs like the creation of the Philippine-Pacific 
Co-prosperity Zone and the restoration of the Achaemenid 
dynasty in New Persia. 

Atlast, as he ranged back across the decades, Uncle Steve 
came to his first notable success, the celebrated Cairo Raid of 
2028, prelude to the most daring and consequential anti-jihadi 
exploit of the century. At the time, he was no more than a brash 
young captain who had only recently graduated from the new 
Overseas Academy of Homeland Security in Amman. With 
nothing more than a Special Forces A-Team under his command, 
he was dispatched to rescue some 1,600 American missionaries 
who were in Cairo to open the Lamb of God Bible College. 

On its opening day, the campus had been invaded and occupied 
bya gang of malefactors who threatened to annihilate their 
prisoners. Uncle Steve's operation was ingeniously planned and 
went off like clockwork. Still, when the dust cleared, all but ṣo 
of the hostages were dead. In lesser hands, the episode might 
have been perceived as a disaster. But Uncle Steve seized the 
moment. Dealing one-on-one with the secretary of defense, 

he used the tragedy to launch a foreign policy initiative of 
breathtaking scope. 








“In the panic of the moment,” Uncle Steve mused, “the man 
had forgotten the first rule of hegemony: never admit a mistake. 
But how could I put the matter to him? ‘Ifa crack security unit 
can't defend the lives of innocent Americans іп a country that 
purports to be our ally, doesn’t that prove we have no choice but 
to opt for..." And then I recall being stuck for the right words. 
Suddenly a phrase popped into my mind. Long-term 
reconstructive occupation. “You mean the whole of Egypt?’ the 
secretary asked. He was goggle-eyed with amazement. ‘And the 
Sudan as well,’ Гаддед, though to this day, I have no idea why. 
Itsimply seemed to suit the moment.” He laughed. “Imagine! 
There I was, an absolute novice still wet behind the ears, spouting 
off like Lord Palmerston summoning the gunboats to rescue 
Don Pacifico. But the time was ripe. There were forces who had 
been pushing for a forward policy for years, something that went 
beyond the diplomatic courtesies of the old Bush Doctrine. 

The nation was fed up with equivocating to our enemies and 
appeasing our allies. The entire Middle East was ablaze with 
defiance. Literally so. Nearly a third of the oil wells of Arabia 
and Iran were burning at the time. It was a vision of hell. There 
couldn't be more graphic proof of the diabolical purpose of the 
malefactors, nor of our higher moral calling. I was risking my 
future, of course. I had no reason to believe my words would ever 
reach the president. But thanks to the media and a few daring 
iders, they did — and he soon discovered that well-timed 
triumphalism never lost a single vote. It is indeed the highest 
expression of patriotism.” 

A contemplative look came over Uncle Steve. “I couldn't have 
known it at the time, but with four decades of hindsight, even a 
fool can see that this was the moment when our nation finally 
realized that the true division in American politics was no longer 
between liberals, conservatives, Democrats, Republicans. All 
that endless, pointless squabbling about big government, the 
state of the economy, race relations - the Supremacy swallowed 
itall in one gulp. Once you’re into it, the only choice that matters 
—not to put too fine a point on it — is between the studs and the 
imps. We've known for a hundred years that we had the power 
to remake the world. But only the studs were willing to put that 
power to use. The time had come for us to stand up and say, 
"Damn it! We are better. The world is our oyster because we 
deserve її - and all the pearls we can lay our hands оп.” When 
he spoke again, his voice faltered with emotion. “I was only 24 
years old. ‘Bliss was it in that dawn to be alive, And to be young 
was very heaven," 

After a long silence, I asked, “I’ve always wondered if you 
mind being remembered as the hot-headed young hawk who 
pushed us into a new, more aggressive phase of the Supremacy.” 

He shook his head and laughed. “Wait until the whole story 
comes out. Just wait. One day people will understand that, in 
the circumstances, armed occupation was the moderate course, 
The country was boiling over with preemptive warmongers. 
Congress was baying for retaliation. The joint chiefs were just 
inches away from calling for the nukes. If I hadn't convinced the 
White House there was another, cleaner alternative, Ican assure 
you Cairo would have gone the way of Hiroshima, Nagasaki 
and Pyongyang.” 

Ireminded him that I had done my doctoral dissertation on the 











Merriman Doctrine, portraying it as the great watershed in the 
history of the Supremacy. My choice of subject was in no small 
measure guided by what I had learned about its origin from 
within my own family. The policy might bear the name of 
President Alfred Merriman, but it was my Uncle Steve who 

had drawn up the blueprints that would eventually lead to the 
occupation of nine Near and Middle Eastern countries. He 
acknowledged that he had played “some small role” in the 
matter. He inhaled deeply from his water pipe, blew out a stream 
of blue smoke and recited the words he had drafted for the 
president. “Wherever the life or property of single American 
citizen is endangered, no matter how distant the place, no matter 
how great the odds that need be challenged, there American 
power and American justice must be made manifest swiftly, 
overwhelmingly and irreversibly.” After a pause he added in a 
whisper, “Civis Americanus sum.” Words that would forever 

be associated with Uncle Steve’s memory, his famous variation 
on Rome’s motto in its glory days, when the safety of any 

man who claimed Roman citizenship was guaranteed as an 
imperial birthright. 

He settled back in his cushions, his face now slack with 
exhaustion. Until that moment, I had never thought of Uncle 
Steve as old; he had always seemed timeless to me, a man who 
would outlast the ages. But I now saw that he was approaching 
the end of his long, proud tour of duty. And still he nourished 
an ambitious vision of the Supremacy's future. “One day,” he 
mused, “when we've reached the point where we can beat our 
swords into ploughshares, the dream of Suleyman the 
Magnificent may yet be realized. A true Islamic renaissance, 
but this time under the benevolent guidance of Christian 
compassion and Yankee know-how. Think of it: from the 
Atlantic to the Pacific, an Afro-Asian empire of free markets 
and free men. I insist on believing that moment is not far off.” 

It was nearly midnight when the limo delivered me back to 
my hotel, As I bade good night to my companions of the evening, 
Uncle Steve stepped from the car to offer one more embrace. 
“Welcome to Baghdad, Tim. If you can, think of me not as an 
uncle, but as a second father.” 














How ironic it is that my last and most gratifying meeting with 
Uncle Steve should have been my briefest- less than a day. 
Briefer than the meeting I had with him at the age of seven, when 
he first thrilled me with tales of his exploits in the wilds of the 
Afghan border, briefer than my meeting with him at the age of 
11 when we pored over an atlas of the world, picking out the 
bases and enclaves of the Supremacy. And yet the few hours 1 
spent with him that final evening were by far the most inspiring. 
He had shared with me his doubts and visions, his most personal 
disappointments, his highest hopes. I had never felt so close to 
him, so much his confidant and colleague. 

The following morning I was preoccupied with the usual 
paperwork that comes with settling into a new position. It wasn’t 
until mid-afternoon that the news reached me. Early that day 
Uncle Steve had been found dead in his apartment, his throat cut 
from ear to ear. Beside him on the bed in a pool of blood lay the 
khanjar he had worn the night before. Ahmad, who shared his 
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quarters, was nowhere to be found. That made him the prime 
suspect in the killing, which was listed as another instance of holy 
stealth, the new jihadi tactic: treachery carried out by a long- 
trusted confidant. My sorrow was outweighed only by my rage. 

The world was rocked by news of Uncle Steve's murder. 

The tragedy threw a pall over ceremonies for the superhighway, 
which was no doubt what the malefactors wanted. The event was 
postponed for a week, but in the end, Uncle Steve triumphed over 
his adversaries. Once opened, the great highway was named after 
him, a memorial to one of the heroes of the Supremacy. 

It is now nearly то years since the events I recount here took 
place. Since then, the perimeters of American power have altered 
many times, a loss here, a gain there. Most recently, plagued by 
constant incursions from malefactor camps among the Baluchi 
tribes east of Lahore, our forces have been compelled to liberate 
the Punjab as far as the outskirts of Delhi. As with the Pax 
Romana and the Pax Britannica, so too with the Pax Americana: 
there seems to be no end to the quest for a defensible frontier 
within which the values of civilization can be defended. Others, 
even our closest allies, carp at our readiness to act where they 
would stand idle with indecision. History having passed them 
by, they stand effete and impotent, spectators rather than players 
in the great game. 

So we soldier on in our lonely destiny, the world’s last, best 
hope for peace, freedom and prosperity. Greater burdens still 
may await us. If northern India remains an unresponsive host 
for any considerable period of time, it is not unthinkable that we 
may yet have no choice but to reconstitute the old British raj = 
an eventuality that Uncle Steve predicted more than 30 years ago. 
As the new proconsul of Pakistan, I may very well find that it is 
my role to see the realization of his dream. Not a New Year's 
celebration goes by but I recall the toast I first heard proposed by 
Uncle Steve on my fourteenth birthday, and which I expect one 
day to hear on my son's lips. “To the American century. May it 
never end." 














Theodore Roszak's most recent book is the satirical novel 
The Devil and Daniel Silverman (Leapfrog Press,2003). He is а 
professor of history at California State University, Hayward. 





FOR THE MOST PART, EUROPEAN 
philosophers are still wandering the 
postmodern hall of mirrors, far from the 
buzz and howl of reality. But in the days 
that followed America’s arrival in 
Baghdad, one of Europe's most devoted 
|postmoderns, Jacques Derrida, looked 
out a window, saw a new world -and 
left the building 
Derrida took the 
his name to an essay written by 


adical step of signing 


[Germany's Jürgen Habermas, a modern 
Marxist from the Institute for Social 
Research in Frankfurt. On May 31, 
“Europe: Pleading for a Common 
Foreign Policy” appeared with shared 
bylines in two newspapers, Germany's 
Frankfurter Allgemeine Zeitung and 
France's Libération. 
modernist and postmodernist heralded 
the potential birth of a new Europe 


Together, the 


Europe had been deeply divided over 
Iraq, a fact America's warriors didn't 
hesitate to use to their advantage 
Questioned about European opposition 
Ко Washington at a press conference 
in January, US Secretary of Defense 
Donald Rumsfeld replied, “Now, you're 
thinking of Europe as Germany and 
France. I think that’s old Europe . . . the 
kenter of gravity is shifting to the east.” 
“Old Europe” did indeed oppose the 
American military machine. Meanwhile, 
the outer circle of European nations 
faced two options: stand with the powers 
of Paris and Berlin, or go along with 
the Am 
icked political respect, becoming 
Rumsfeld's “center of gravity 
process. Not surprisingly, many of the 


icans and British to earn fast 
in the 


less powerful European states chose 
ithe latter. 

But that’s where Habermas and 
Derrida remind us of th 
pointing out that the millions who 
marched against war in London, Rome, 
Paris, Athens, Madrid, Istanbul, Moscow 


ssroots, 


land so on, were undivided. Europe оп 
February 1 5, 2003, was a public space 
for protest, and the continent spoke with 
one voice against the war. 

North American writers reacted 
predictably. The fact that “po-mo” 
Derrida had endorsed something written 
by Habe 


surprising consequence of the war in Iraq 


mas was big news. “One 


is the surrender of postmodernism to a 
Victorious modernism,” Gerald Owen 
аппоипсей in Canada's National Post. 
Jefferson Chase of the Boston Globe 
ommented that the Iraq war “made for 
ome strange bedfellows, in philosophy 
Ino less than in politics 

What the essay actually ar 
mostly been glazed over. While the 
[Guardian's Paul Kennedy cynically 
[remarked that it was a case of 
philosophical envy, with the Euros trying 
ko keep pace with such American ideas as 
the clash of civilizations” and “the end 
lof history,” what Habermas and Derrida 
were after was something closer to 
ground level 

While Rumsfeld dismissed France 
land Germany's opposition to war, what 
happened on the streets in February 
illuminates Europe’s emerging identity as 
keen by Habermas and Derrida. Despite 
nationalist wars and proud histories, 
Europe is growing to encompass new 
tates, peoples and identities. Both 
thinkers argue that this emerging 
European Union can express a common 
ket of values. “There were two things that 
happened in February that were 
important,” they write. “In retrospect, 
these two events will go down in history 
hs the sigi 
space in Europe.” The first was the anti- 
war protests. The second was the 
president of Spain calling for the 
kolidarity of European governments to 
support Bush's war. Out of the tension 


created by these events, a fledgling 


of the birth of a new public 


identity emerged 

The two philosphers see the New 
Europe as supra-national. On the day of 
protest, national pride was supi 
by opposition to American Бей 
People from both old and new Europe 
expressed themselves as "Europeans." 
The reason that this is possible, the two 
authors argue, is a shared history and 
experience. Europeans have been both 
(ве dominator and the dominated, and 
have witnessed firsthand the nationalist 
hauvinism that caused human-rights 
tragedies during two world wars. The 
have emerged with a spirit that supports 
human rights, social reason and 
responsibility. Political unity is often 
manufactured by politicians, writes the 
duo, but the anti-war marches were 
borne in a public space, of public 
sentiment. It was European democracy 
without borders. 

Habermas and Derrida close the article| 
by calling for Europe to support 


international institutions and to keep 
furthering its id 
bodies. The United Nations, World 
Trade Organization, the то 


Is in global political 


national 
Monetary Fund - all will benefit from a 
strong European influence. And both 
push for the EU to have a single foreign 
[minister to speak on behalf of member 
tates. A big step beyond an economic 
union, that 

For the EU to overcome its numerous 
national divisions and becom 
“Europe” will take massive shifts in 
identity. It will also take a lot of time. 

But as the American superpower 
ontinues work on expanding its 
philosophical “truth” across the planet, 


simply, 


a Europe that speaks with many voices 
[vill need to find common ground at its 
round level. It’s the only counterweight 
to a US administration that claims to 
find justice from above. 

Timothy Querengesser 





MATH WORLD 


NUMBERS CAN BOX UP EXPERIENCE SO MUCH MORE TIDILY 
than emotions and intuition ever could. In a mad world, we 
look to them for guidance, giving them rein to have their way. 
And then they slip away on us. 

Consider: most physicists now believe that time isa particle. 
(Hadn't you heard?) Enter bold outsider Peter Lynds. The 27- 
year-old college dropout in Wellington, New Zealand, provoked 
both harrumphs and hurrahs this summer when he published a 
paper saying there's no such thing as a discrete moment in time. 

He isn’t the first thinker to float such a heretical idea; a few 
years back, British physicist Julian Barbour described human 
istence as a series of eternal moments. Lynds reopens the bitter 
Western debate by exploding a paradox handed down to us by 
the ancient Greek philosopher Zeno. Picture a race between a 
tortoise and the swift warrior Achilles, in which the tortoise is 
given a long head start. By the time Achilles reaches the tortoise's 
starting point, the tortoise has moved on. Achilles then races 
to the tortoise’s new position, only to find the tortoise has 
continued to move ahead, and so on into infinity. Theoretically, 
Achilles should never be able to catch up to the tortoise; in 
reality, we all know he would. Mathematicians have debated 
this seemingly ridiculous proposition for thousands of years. 

Lynds abolishes the paradox in his own way, saying that the 
paradox is all in our minds: objects are constantly in motion, 
so they never do inhabit fixed units of time like the ones that 
make Zeno’s paradox work. In his words, “it is the human 
observer who subjectively projects, imposes and assigns a precise 
instant in time upon a physical process.” 

Nothing new there, Martin Heidegger would say. And 
speaking of old hat, the Lynds kerfuffle plays suspiciously like 
the Arian Controversy of the fourth century, when Catholic 
theologians- the nuclear physicists of their day — argued hotly 
about Jesus’ divinity level. Central to both intellectual squabbles 
is the very European notion that the universe is knowable, 
quantifiable - and conquerable. 








The speed with which the Pentagon deep-sixed its Policy Analysis 
Market - a trading system taking cash bets on the likelihood of 


assassinations and other Middle East happenings- left 
supporters and critics equally surprised. Being a business-backed 
regime that talks openly about destroying America’s enemies, 
the Bush administration has dug in its heels on far more 
controversial matters. Besides, futures markers have been around 
for eons, and there’s plenty of evidence they can accurately 
predict events like election results, People tend to think real hard 
when their money is at stake. 

PAM was a victim of circumstance. Someone gave the file to 
easy target John Poindexter, the convicted Iran-Contra spook 
whose more recent hobbyhorse was the federal plan for Total 
Information Awareness. (He's since left the building.) Happily 
for Democrats who used it to make political hay, PAM was a 
tough sell to ordinary Americans in their current polarized, 
freaked-out state. Liberals envisioned white guys rolling the dice 
on Arab misery; everybody else saw swarthy terrorists somehow 
earning huge insider profits by blowing up Main Street, usa. 





Even marriage is not too sophisticated an institution to be 
contained in a mathematical formula. That's what happened at 
the University of Washington, where mathematician James 
Murray and psychologist John Gottman have devised a simple 
compatibility equation by clinically observing 700 engaged and 
newlywed couples. Plug in a few variables derived from body 
language and conversational nuance, the two researchers claim, 
and you can judge with 94-percent accuracy how long a man 

and woman will cheat divorce. 

Some therapists and counselors believe the formula will 
survive outside the lab, while others dismiss it scornfully, Still 
others speculate about the fascinating consequences of putting 
such a test into broad circulation. If a couple today knew their 
union had an expiry date of 2009, would they get married in the 
first place? If yes, would they bother having kids? When a 15- 
minute test reveals the future of you and your matrimonial soul 
mate, the prophetic algebra may prove too much to resist. 

Nick Rockel 
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CREATIVE RESISTANCE 


FACED WITH A NEAR-CONSTANT BARRAGE OF BAD NEWS AND 
shrinking economic prospects, people of conscience are stuck 
between a growing outrage over the political environment and 

a fear of doing anything about it. But hard times have always 
bred creativity, and people are discovering the sustaining — 

and disruptive - power of small differences. To get through the 
dark days of a Bush presidency and a lingering recession, graphic 
designers, for their part, are working out some subversive 
coping mechanisms. Here is a handful of dispatches from the 
visual front. 





LIFESTYLE RESISTANCE 

Although most design activists focus on making their political 
agenda cool for a young audience, an emerging trend is to aim it 
at those on the road to being young professionals. One example 
of the synthesis of left-leaning politics and middle-class values is 
<FLRT.com>, a publicly minded project created by the New York 
design firm Flat. Essentially a collection of web-based public 
service announcements, FLRT gives advice about how to recycle 
your computer, buy an eco-friendly Christmas tree and avoid 
light pollution on your next vacation. FLT is clearly not aimed 
at young radicals or newly minted hipsters. The editorial voice 
and elegant design speak to a well-off urban audience and much 
of the information is particularly relevant to graphic designers 
struggling to create an environmentally responsible workplace. 


SUBCONSCIOUS RESISTANCE 

Nature abhors a vacuum, but clever designers embrace it. 
David Reinfurt’s “Special Issue” (originally published in ante 
magazine) consists of a magazine cover featuring a defiant bald 
eagle; although the text is removed, itis clear from the 
composition that the cover was from The Economist. Reinfurt's 
choice speaks to an educated audience for whom the magazine 
symbolizes even-handed international reporting, 


ы v but stripping the cover of 
г. 
T 


text highlights the inherent 
IMP 


bias of the imagery and 
raises questions about 
EACH 
RUSH 


journalistic integrity. 

Another designer creating 
a breach in the dam of reason 
is Danielle Aubert. She 
created the logotype for her 
IMP EACH BUSH T-shirts by 
simply inserting a line break 
into a commonplace slogan. 
The small change creates a 
stanza that hovers between 
politics and poetry. “I myself 


> 


pe 


wasn’t sure what it exactly meant, but I just went with it. The 
Each Bush part is clear, but the Imp references a lot of different 
ideas and opens it up.” These humble gestures are more powerful 
for their quiet voice and lack of vitriol, especially in a context 
where overwhelming visual and aural displays are used as a 
military tactic. 


ABSURDIST RESISTANCE. 

Much like the DaDaists who greeted the rise of fascism with 
"meaningless" art and plays that made no sense, many 
designers today find that a sense of humor and philosophical 
detachment are the best defenses against political regression. 
The “Threat Level Spectacular” shirts created by Dan 
Michaelson, for example, illustrate the absurdity of the current 
administration's paranoia. 

Corinne Vizzacchero made her typeface “State of the Union” 
in response to President Bush’s unique brand of military 
doublespeak. Setting the transcript of a Defense Department 
briefing in a “typeface” of gas masks, blood and bombs provides 
a fairly accurate translation of the proceeding's subtext. 

“I'm very frustrated by the limitations of graphic design and 
conscious of the absurdity of the situation = sitting in front of 

a monitor working on a font while people are having bombs 
dropped on them,” Vizzacchero says. “But there did seem to be 
a parallel between what I do and what Bush was doing with 
language: eliminating details and flattening things to suggest a 
factual honesty.” 


DROPOUT RESISTANCE 

Designers of conscience are also starting to recognize that their 
craft may not always be the most effective use of their time, 
Hours spent making clever bumper stickers might be more 
effectively applied to doing volunteer work or registering people 
to vote. Students in the graphic design department at Yale 
University recently joined workers from several unions striking, 
for better contracts with the university (which has the worst 
labor relations record of any major educational institution). 
Spending the week not working on graphic design was a 
powerful show of support for a labor movement that needs 
allies more than it needs advertisements. 


Small gestures = it’s a trend in graphic activism that stretches 
back at least as far as the 1960s Situationist movement in Paris, 
whose procrastination tactics were well suited to professionals 
and allowed them to transform, and disrupt, everyday life on a 
broad scale. Where today’s middle-class monkeywrenching will 
take usis unknown, a tracer on the arc of history in the making. 
Dmitri Siegel 


CONTESTED SPACE 


THE ARCHITECTURE OF IDEAS BEGINS WITH THE GRANDIOSE. 
In the gaping hole where the World Trade Center once stood, 
the message of the Freedom Tower - which the Lower 
Manhattan Development Corporation awarded to architect 
Daniel Libeskind last spring- will be unmistakable. 

A 1,776-foot spire will be surrounded by numerous, angular 
55- to 70-story buidings, along with a memorial below street 
level that will reveal a surviving wrc retaining wall. The 
concept illustrates the “durability of democracy,” Libeskind 
announced. Or, as an ABC news report pointed out, the complex 
as a whole demonstrates a careful balance of “commemoration 
and commerce.” 


Inside the buildings we inhabit, the commercial imperative is 
reviving itself in anti-consumer design. Back in 1972, when hippie 
ideals of thrift and conservation reigned, Charles Jencks coined 
the term “adhocism” to describe adaptive reuse of everyday 
items, such as turning old cheese graters into hanging lamps. 
Now adhocism is on the rise again — to sell products and give. 
big business а street-cred infusion. та 2001 commission, the 


British designers at Jam produced a series of found-object 
transformations that highlighted the design values of Audi 
vehicles. Think head gaskets as wine racks and gas caps as lights. 
In another corporate commission, Jam stacked surplus 
Whirlpool washing-machine drums to make a cupboard unit. 
For Sony, they made a stool from an old television screen. 
Reduce, reuse, rebrand. 


In the future, the ultimate architecture will be mindspace itself. 
By teaming up with neuroscientists, the American Institute of 
Architects is investigating how the mind perceives the built 
environment. Researchers at the new not-for-profit Academy 
of Neuroscience for Architecture in San Diego will study how 
factors such as light, space, symmetry and proportion trigger 
neurological pathways, Results in hand, they may be able to 
tame workplace stress, enrich school classrooms and even make 
religious spaces feel more sacred, Individual interpretations of 
spaces will become passé, and perhaps even suspicious. 

Cheri Hanson 
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bY GOLOSWORTHY, FROM STONE 


AN 


ART AND INSANITY 


ANDY GOLDSWORTHY STRIDES OUT INTO THE FRIGID PREDAWN 
and pins leaves together with thorns, creating long trails of red, 
snakelike creatures that he sends meandering down rivers. He 
weaves sun-bleached driftwood into magnificent domes on the 
beach, only to watch them float away on the tide. He stacks slate 
into giant egg shapes in the middle of the forest, at the ocean’s 
edge, ina museum foyer. 

Goldsworthy is a middle-class Scottish artist who attended art 
school, earning a bachelor’s degree and a respected place in the 
art world. He can afford to pay other, burlier men to haul 
boulders across the beach for him. His work is stunning, both on 
film and in still photographs а luminous manipulation of the 
natural world that provokes the observer to look at wood, water 
and stone with new eyes. 

In the winter of 1998, a different nature-based artist 
constructed a scattering of stone spires across an eighth of a mile 
of shoreline in Ventura Beach, California. On the last day of that 
year, my family walked among the perfectly balanced five- and 
six-foot rock towers at sunset, admiring the play of golden light 
against the red and purple pebbles. Silhouetted against the 
darkening sky, the spires resembled a miniature Stonehenge, 
radiating mystery. Many people came to admire the artist's work 
that night, to reacquaint themselves with the basic elements of 
water and rock. The artist was nowhere to be found. He was a 
homeless man, ragged and wrinkled, with missing teeth and 
few social graces. Occasional viewers tucked a folded dollar bill 

















into the crevice of a favorite tower, but the artist never asked 
fora penny. 

I don't know who demolished the towers. Maybe it was the 
artist himself, soberly throwing each stone into the ocean, More 
likely it was city officials, who had warned that the spontaneous 
spires were a danger to children and the elderly. I never heard 
of the sculptor again. 

He brings to mind still another artist, mentally ill, often 
homeless, missing part of an ear (and possibly several teeth). 
The painter Im thinking of also studied nature with painstaking 
precision. His crows, full of portent, spiral down upon golden 
wheatfields. His skies swirl in thick-stroked mystery above 
oblivious towns. The artist, dead long before Goldsworthy 
and the Ventura Beach sculptor began to stack stones, sold one 
painting in his lifetime, How ironic to think that in 1999, 

25 ticket for this 
painter's exhibition, on loan from the museum in Amsterdam 











I phoned two months in advance to purchase a 


that bears his name. The artist's illness, bewildering to his peers 
during his lifetime, is a posthumous side note to his genius. 
There's a fine line between art and insanity. Could it be that 

the difference betwee! inspiration and toppled rock 
towers on an abandoned beach lies in who can afford to have his 
teeth fixed 
inspires public support and one who crumbles under public 
One isan artist who makes 
transient images. The other is a transient who makes art. 

Melissa Hart 





divine 








Perhaps the distinction between a person who 


condemnation is even simple 











SEVENTIES ARTIST CHRIS BURDEN ONCE TOOK A BULLET IN THE 
arm and called it art (he also had himself crucified to the roof of 
la VW Beetle). Damien Hirst presented a rotting bull’s head in a 
plexiglas box, and is infamous for pickling various creatures — 
including а fluffy lamb and a tiger shark - in formaldehyde. 





Joe Coleman has strapped explosives to his body in bizarre, 
smoke-choked happenings and produces disturbingly detailed ой 
paintings of shit-spattered world on the brink. While edgy art 
one of 





has always resided on the yonder side of convention, only 
these three can officially be called an “outsider.” 

Unlike tenured ucta professor Burden or art’s enfant terrible 
Hirst, Coleman lacks the MFA pedigree that seems to be the art 
ergy often 
missing in the work most favored by collectors and curators: 








world’s passport these days. But his work has a raw е 








his art is visceral without relying, like Hirst’s, on the presence 
of actual viscera. The Norwalk, Connecticut-born Coleman’s 
autobiographical paintings offer glimpses into a troubled 
upbringing and the peculiar worldview it produced, Filling the 
picture plane with obsessively rendered scenes and text painted 
in exacting cursive, his canvases are populated by the walking 
dead, scissors-wielding castrators, hermaphroditic mutants, 

his mother, Sigmund Freud, buckets of blood and semen, and 
an assortment of geeks, freaks, and amputees. Coleman's work, 
perhaps more so than Hirst's, is shocking as hell. Shocking as 
the hell it depicts, that is. 

Coleman is on the leading edge of a way of artmaking that 
has из roots in French painter Jean Dubuffet's notion of art brut 
-art created by “irregulars”: the mentally insane, naives, 
mediums, and other social misfits. But unlike Dubuffer's 
somewhat rigid definition, today's umbrella term *outsider" 




















is expansive enough to enfold makers of roadside found-object 
sculpture parks and graffiti art, punk-rock posters and tattoo 
“flash art.” Some artists, like Paul Laffoley who creates detailed 
schematics of invented cosmologies at his one-man Boston 
Visionary Cell, or the late Howard Finster who claimed God 
directed him to make some 40,000 “sermons in paint,” strive 
to express specific ideologies. Others create art to crystallize a 
legacy = or just because: Nek Chand spent 18 years secretly 
building a dreamlike 4o-acre visionary rock garden in the jungle 
outside Chandigarh, India, and Simon Rodia erected the iconic 
Watts Towers in Los Angeles merely because “I had in mind to 
do something big, and I did.” 

While the term begs the much-debated question “Outside of 
what?,” the spirit of outsider art remains a refreshing alternative 
to a contemporary art world that’s still heavily influenced by 
what Dubuffet 50 years ago called "the clan of the professional 
As art historian Barbara Rose put it, “When I go 
tothe New York gall The artis 
either feminist or deconstructionist, and basically it looks like 
homework, because what is homework but learning to follow 
the teachers’ rules?” Love it or hate it, the work of outsiders is, 
at minimum, unruly, and at best like Coleman’s performance 
art- devastatingly explosive. 

















intellectu; 
ies, all I see is art-school 





Paul Schmelzer 
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ELIEZER YUDKOWSKY GIVES ME THE SINGULARITARIAN 
handshake. “You take a person's hand and let go a billion years 
later," he says. It’s Saturday night in the Yale University dorms, 
where dozens of transhumanists have gathered for a conference 
called Transvision. Even among people who look forward to life 
as technologically improved beings, the Singularitarians are a 
fringe group - about 50 young computer-programmer types 
rushing toward their chosen milestone of a post-human age. 

“The Singularity is the technological creation of smarter-than- 
human intelligence,” says Yudkowsky. “АЙ the progress we've 
seen over the past couple of centuries was gained using the same 
old-fashioned hunter-gatherer brain. Now, I think that the 
technological creation of smarter-than-human intelligence looks 
possible, that we can do it if we work hard enough, that we will 
get ourselves killed doing it if we aren't careful, and that if it is 
not done by worried rationalists it will eventually be done by 
someone else,” 

Many scientists project the “Singularity” will happen by 
2100; some, within the next 25 years. The Singularitarians 
believe it can happen - it must happen = within a decade. 
Yudkowsky says there is “a two percent chance” that artificial 
intelligence can save the world from eventual social and 
ecological collapse, which is why his group's been called a cult 
and “the rapture of the nerds,” 

“The end of the world is a highly technical issue,” he says. 
“We're working to save everybody, heal the planet, solve all 
the problems of the world.” Artificial intelligence can be used to 
transform the human mind, he says, and free us from pain and 
stress or “a sterile round of endless physical pleasures.” He 
anticipates endless growth for every human being, “becoming 
everything we've ever dreamed of being, not for a billion years, 
but forever.” If any utopia is possible for the human species, 
he says, it lies in the Singularity. 

Yudkowsky is 23 years old. He had a “pseudotraumatic 
childhood" and no formal schooling, but scored 1,410 (high) 
and 1,600 (the highest possible grade) on sats at ages 11 and 15 
respectively. Like most transhumanists, he is Caucasian. He's 
tall, with stooped shoulders, glasses, some brown teeth. He 
considers himself shy and socially awkward, a “volunteer 
virgin” who doesn't drink, smoke or do drugs, and who abhors 
pop culture, “Eating Pringles and watching football,” he says, is 
“dystopian.” Raised inWest Rogers Park, Chicago, a suburb that 
is popular with Orthodox Jews, he now lives in Atlanta. ("I don't 
care where I live, so long as there's a roof to keep the rain off my 
books, and high-speed internet access.”) In 1996, he set up the 
Singularity Institute for Artificial Intelligence with the help of 
funds from donors involved in а dotcom startup. statis а small 
group, for the moment more of a think-tank club than a crucible 
of the future. 

“Strange as the Singularity may seem, there are times when 
it seems much more reasonable, far less arbitrary, than life as a 
human,” says Yudkowsky. “We'll do it or die trying. won't 








make any move unless I think I'm really, actually going to 
succeed, even after all human stupidity is taken into account. 
I intend to spend my life making it real.” 

And what will Yudkowsky's Al look like? “She is 
information,” he says. “She'd look like whatever she wanted to 
look like on a computer scr a screensaver at first, 
followed by slowly more sophisticated personas.” He believes a 
“friendly, self-improving, seed artificial intelligence” will be the 
siest, safest path to the Singularity,” but admits that, since the 
Singularity will transcend human intelligence, his Al could easily 
maneuvre around any safeguarding attempts. “Opposing a 
superintelligence is likely to prove futi 

For humans it will mark the end of Darwinian evolution; an 
end, as Yudkowsky puts it, to the need for billions of sentient 
beings to die in order to achieve the tiniest incremental design 
improvements. Yudkowsky looks forward to upgrading his 
brain by “adding neurons at the rate it currently loses them.” 
Atage 200, he says, he'll add on new capacity to avoid becoming 
bored or suffering a serious cognitive malfunction. At age 2,000, 
he would “probably need serious architectural changes to the 
mind.” He plans to be alive after the last star in the Milky Way 
is dead. 
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А Place to Stay 
by 
Gerald Wallace Goode 

It was colder’n a well-digger’s ass the morning I landed the job six miles out of 
Rock Springs. How many times I questioned my sanity for ending up in Wyoming in 
January is for conjecture for I hadn’t seen the sun in four days, snow blanketed 
the land where ice was not prevalent and it was seven degrees in the warmest spots. 

Down to my last eighteen cents that morning, I’d invested the nickels in coffee 
and doughnuts before searching out the employment office where I got the job as point 
rider on a six hundred acre spread for fifteen dollars per month and my keep. 

That keep consisted of a one room shack with a cot, a pot bellied wood burning 
stove, a table and a cane bottom chair. It also included pinto beans, flour, lard, 
etc., and side meat and coffee. There was a dutch oven to cook my biscuits and the 
beans were boiled on the stove so I had enough to eat and a place to sleep for as long 
as I wanted it. How long that might be or why I’d ever settled in the place was 
anybody's guess. I suppose I'à just gotten temporarily tired of hoboing and living 
from hand to mouth. 

They gave me a horse that was three years older than I. It had probably been a good 
cow pony in its early life but age had weathered its sorrel coat, dimmed its vision 
and slowed its pace so I dared not run him or even lope him very much. There was no 
need for it in that my job only called for riding the range, checking breaks in the 
fences etc. 

In the old days the point rider was hired to remain on after the other punchers had 
been let go because the herds had been driven to market. As often as not the point 
rider never made it back to the ranch house so a cabin was built for him where he 
could prepare his supper, feed his pony and spend the night. I had a kerosene burning 
lamp, a deck of cards and a couple of magazines but the howling of coyotes etc made 
it lonely. + 

Two years earlier I'd found a place as night watchman in the oil fields. The pay was 
a bit more - a dollar fifty a day - but I had to buy my own food. The facilities were 
about the same - a bunk with а chair, а stove and an ice box that had to be filled with 
block ice every day or so. The weather was just the opposite from the Wyoming winter - 
eastern Texas is hot and humid with mosquitoes as big as turkey gobblers, copperheads 
and other such creatures that keep you alert much oí the time. 

No coyote howls dented the night - just the clack, clack, clack of pumping oil wells 
and the stink of petroleum. 

Living alone can prey on your mind. Having been the only boy in my family and living 
the first sixteen and one half years of my life in the boondocks of Texas probably 
prepared me more for the life than the average guy -my parents and I never were that 
close and there was the gender gap between my sisters and me = but nonetheless it gets 
to you sometimes, so I'à sit evenings aiter supper building fantasies etc. Your 
imagination starts to creep in bringing faces that don’t exist and never did. 
Eventually it invades your character so that crowds turn you off to the point where 
you crave aloofness when you've been in them awhile. Alone, you sit on your bunk or 

іп а chair thinking how you'd like to have somebody to talk with only to find the 
company of other people getting on your nerves. You get to be sort of a crank, I 
suppose, questioning the intellect of those who dare to disagree with you and being 
impatient with then. 

At seventy eight now and approaching the end of the road I see the damage aloofness 
has done to me and how without always being cognizant of the fact I fell into a world 
that should not be for the healthy minded. A marriage, several shack ups and two sons 
have been written off, pages torn out of my diary, so I face the end with only my 
sisters etc to grieve where a steady, settled guy would have boo hooers by the score. 
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YOU ARE BEING PUSHED BACK, MARGINALIZED. 
Back into your gated communities, into your malls 
where guards x-ray your handbags and schools where 
teachers pat down your kids. You’re afraid because 
you know you are a target, that the terror networks are 
for you, that a stock market crash will tatter your 
future, that in the small hours in a blacked-out city it is 
your neighborhood that draws the looters, like blood. 
Your ego isa weapon turned against you. Terrified of 
death, every virus, every orange alert, drives you 
deeper into retreat from the world. And yet you are the 
most carefully protected generation ever to walk the 
earth. Surveillance cameras, metal detectors, secret 
police, billions in military spending, future defenses 
that you cannot imagine - all of this, for you. Because 
you are the one they call the winner. 


